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Argent Archer 
POLAIRE 
The famous Parisian dancer who is now appearing at the Palace, on her 15-h.p. Mors, in which she has been exploring the 
delights—and drawbacks—of London and its suburbs. Mlle. Polaire, who is an expert driver, on most of these exploring 
* expeditions goes quite unaccompanied 


DEES AMEE re 


Kate Pragnell 


THE HON. ROSALINDA BUTLER 


The daughter of Lord and Lady Dunboyne, whose 

marriage to Captain J. C. Bowen-Colthurst, Royal 

Irish Rifles, takes place at the parish church, 
Quin, co. Clare, on the 2nd of next month 


The King at Biarritz. 

IS. Majesty is now once 
more himself, the slight 
cold from which hev had 
been suffering and. which 

obliged him to keep his apartments 
having completely disappeared. The 
weather, too, at this beautiful French. 
watering-place i is at last que genial 
and sunny.’ Naturally: the town is 
simply crowded with visitors. The 
arrival of King Edward anywhere is 
always followed by a perfect army 
of nouveaux riches and social ladder- 
climbers who hope against hope 
that for one glorious instant they 
may bask in the sunshine of royalty 
and live happily ever afterwards. 
The golf course is perhaps.the finest 
place to see the society of Biarritz 
at its best. Here the King comes 
nost afternoons and sits and chats 
with many of his friends, and occa- 
sionally takes tea or luncheon in the 
pretty golf-house, from which so 
many lovely views can be obtained. 
At present, however, the great ex- 
citement is the aviation meeting 
which is to take place at San 
Sebastian, and the exodus from 
Biarritz for the event is. likely to be 
enormous. 
te tt 

The King’s View. 
he visit of the King to Biarritz 
recalls an amusing incident 
that happened in the vicinity of 
that charming spot when his Majesty 
was Prince of Wales. . He had 
travelled out toa little village and 
was anxious to take a short drive. 
One of the English detectives: who 
had followed him was despatched 
to find a conveyance of some sort. 
All he could find was a ramshackle 
vehicle with a horse and driver that 
had both distinctly seen their best 
days. The detective eyed the con- 
veyance in silence for some minutes. 


General in Egypt. 


“Well, I suppose it will have to do,” he 
muttered to himself, ‘but I’m hanged if 
1 would risk my neck in it. ‘No, and I 
am hanged if I do either,’ was the laugh- 
ing retort from someone close behind 
him. It was the Prince, who had come 
up unobserved. 


Royalty’s Quiet Easter. 
he Queen and the Princess Victoria 
spent Easter quietly at Sandringham 
together. Great disappointment is felt 
that the Empress Marie, who was to have 
come to England at this season for her 
annual visit to her royal sister, has been 
obliged to postpone her visit on account 
of the precarious state of health of the 


Empress of Russia. The Prince and 
Princess of Wales spent their Easter 
holidays at Frogmore near Windsor, but 


they will be absent from London for a 
few days only, probably returning there 
at the end of the week. Frogmore. Lodge 
was, of course, the residence of the 
Duchess of Kent for over twenty years, 
and after her death the place remained 
empty for a very long time. Extensive 
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A NEW PORTRAIT OF LADY GORST 


The wife of Sir John Eldon Gorst, the British Agent and Consul- 
Lady Gorst, who before her marriage was 
Miss Mary Lorenzo Moore of Christchurch, New Zealand, is noted 
for her beautiful toilettes, and from time to time has introduced 


many charming feminine fashions 
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Barnett 
MRS. WILLIAM MARTIN 


Née the Hon. Muriel Hamilton, the fourth daughter 

of the late Lord Belhaven and Stenton, whose 

marriage to Mr. William M. Jamieson Martin, 
Royal Artillery, took place yesterday (Tuesday) 


improvements have been carried 
out, however, by the Prince and 
Princess of Wales during the last 
year or two, and the lodge is now 
one of the prettiest places in the 
Thames valley. 


A Popular Race Meeting. 
“he Grand National, always one 
of the most popular race meet- 
ings of the year, was a huge success. 
To the keen disappointment of the 
thousands of anxious spectators the 
usual picturesque procession of open 
carriages, postillions, and outriders 
with which Lord and Lady Derby 
generally convey their guests to the 
race course insemi- royal splendour 
did not take place on account of 
the sad death of Lord Lathom, 
which occurred the day — before. 
Nevertheless the house party to 
meet the Prince of Wales as- 
sembled at Knowsley as_ usual, 
though his Royal Highness drove 
over to Aintree in nothing more 
magnificent than a motor car. 


% 


Well-known Racegoers. 
A part from the house party stay- 
ing with Lord and Lady 
Derby there were many others 
taking place in all the more im- 
portant houses round about. Mr. 
and Mrs. Hall-Walker had several 
friends staying with them at Gate- 
acre Grange, including Lord and 


Lady Ilchester, Lord Alington, 
Lady de ‘Trafford, Miss Naylor, 
and Captain Dewhurst. Lady 


Gerard brought some. friends with 
her, and most of the- best-known 
people i in the sporting world seemed 
to be strolling about the paddock 
every day. In spite of snow and 
rain the attendance on Grand 
National day was reputed to have 
beaten all previous records. 
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A Royal Débutante. 
rincess Maud, the younger daughter of 
the Princess Royal and the Duke of 
Tife, who is expected to make her début 
at one of the June courts this year, is 
a very popular figure among the 
younger members of the Royal 
Family. It was a great disappoint- 
ment to her parents when she turned 
out to bea girl, but as a matter of 
fact she is extremely boyish in many 
of her ways. Unlike her elder sister, 
Princess Alexandra, Princess Maud 
resembles her father more than her 
mother, and greatly enjoys every 
form of outdoor sport and is quite 
one of the best golfers among our 
royal ladies. She is bright and 
vivacious in manner and greatly re- 
sembles what her aunt, the present 
Queen of Norway, alter whom she 
is named, was at her age. 


“ost, Ball” 


Upon one occasion Princess Maud 

was playing golf with Prince 
Alexander of Teck when she sliced 
her ball rather badly and it fell into 
a pond close at hand. Alter some 
little discussion as to what should 
be done under the circumstances the 
Princess solved the difficulty. “I 
did the hole in six, of course,’ she 
remarked. When asked to explain 
how she arrived at this decision she 
explained that ‘lost ball” always 
counted six. 


Oh to be Poor, but Not Proud. 
It will soon be a case of not pity- 
ing the poor but envying them. 
Every politician is on their side, 
every item of legislation is lor their 
benefit. Hospitals are founded to 
doctor them, trade unions are 
founded to protect them, a count- 
less number of charities overlap each 
other in order to help them, and 
now the indefatigable Mr. Charles Froh- 


man is going to give them the best 
theatrical performances for next to 
nothing. And while all these enter- 


prises are admirable in their way we 


Chatting to two friends. 


wonder how long it will take philan- 


thropists to realise that to help the poor 
by doles is but to pauperise them still 
more, and that the only real charity is 
that which helps people to help them- 


LADY DERBY 


the meeting 


selves. There is too little done for those 
who are striving to do their best and too 
much for those who are unfitted for labour 
or who otherwise have failed in life. But 
it is always so in this world. Those who 


A snapshot in the paddock at Aintree. 
Lord and Lady Derby, it will be remembered, were the Prince 
of Wales’s host and hostess during the Liverpool 
Owing to the death of .Lord Lathom Lord Derby did not attend 


meeting. 


struggie bravely, striving to put the best 
side on everything, those who in the 
midst of misfortune try to smile, are those 
who get most of the bricks thrown at 
them. 


The Home Secretary. 
Among his personal friends it is 

now well known that Mr. 
Winston Churchill has gone to the 
Home Office by his own desire. 
Mr. Churchill has been of the opinion 
lor some time past that considerable 
economies might be effected here 
without the efficiency of the depart- 
ment being impaired in any way, 
and he is now about to put his 
theories into practice. Probably 
something like a complete reorgani- 
sation of the whole department will 
be undertaken before very long. 

a co) ie 
A Comment by Mr. F. E. Smith. 

s many will be aware Mr. F. E. 

Smith and Mr. Winston 
Churchill are very warm personal 
friends though they seldom-lose an 
opportunity of tilting at each other 
on the floor of the House of Com- 
mons. When the announcement: of 
Mr. Churchill’s promotion to -the 
Home Office was made Mr. F. E. 
Smith was asked his opinion. ‘Oh, 
a capital appointment!” he re- 
marked with a smile. “Since 
Churchill knows absolutely nothing 
about the law he is obviously just 
the man [or the position.” 


“Salome” at Last. 
[t is now practically certain that 
Salome will eventually see light 
of day at Covent Garden Theatre 
next autumn. This happy event 
willto a great extent be due to the 
perseverance of Mr. Thomas Beecham 
himself and the powerful influence 
of a great lady in the land, thanks 
also to whose musical influence Samson 
and Delilah was at last performed in this 
country. Should Salome be produced Mr. 
Beecham will have no fear of an unsuc- 
cessful season with two such trump cards. 


LADY LYTTELTON’S HOUSE PARTY FOR THE 


Cuanceins 


ST. PATRICK’S DAY FESTIVITIES AT THE ROYAL HOSPITAL, DUBLIN 


The names of group, reading from. left to right, are : Back row—the Hon. Sir R. Talbot, Sir George Abercromby, A.D.C., Miss Bridget Talbot, Miss Hermione 
Lyttelton, Marquis of Waterford, the Hon. Lady Lyttelton, General the Hon. Sir Neville Lyttelton (Commander of the Forces in Ireland), Colonel the Hon. 
H. Yarde-Buller, the Hon. Lady Talbot, Colonel the Hon. C. Crichton; front row—Miss Bridginton, Miss Margaret Lyttelton, Miss Claire Stuart-Wortley, 


Captain C. Shawe, A.D.C., Captain Hugo Watson, A.D.C. 
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Manager, Mr. GeorGE EpwarDEs. 
EVERY EVENING at 8, 
A Musical Play, 
OUR MISS GIBBS. 
Box-office open daily 10 to 5. 


= MPIRE. GRAND NATIONAL on the Bioscope. 
c “HULLO. LONDON!” REVUE, ‘‘ EAST TO WEST,” LYDIA KYASHT. 
AND SPECIALLY SELECTED VARIETIES. 
EVERY EVENING at &.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins. 


CANADIAN PACIFIC LINE. 


G*'! ETY THEATRE. 


FASTEST NEW ‘ EMPRESS” STEAMERS from Liverpool. Luxurious 
* TO Travel at Moderate Fares to Canada and the East. WEEKLY 

SERVICE. (Only four days open sea.) Apply CANADIAN 
CANADA. | _ PACIFIC RAILWAY CO., 62-65, Charing Cross, S.W. 67, King 


William St., E.C.; 24, James Sr., Liverpool; 67, St. Vincent St., Glasgow; 18, St. Augustine’s 
Parade, Bristol; 41, Victoria St., Belfast ; 33, Quay Jordaens, Antwerp; or local Agents everywhere. 
FAST ROUTE via CANADA to JAPAN, 

CHINA, AUSTRALIA, and NEW ZEALAND. 


5 EAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. Ideal Spring Quarters. Comfortand charm. Unique 
Hunting and Motoring centre. Largest Stabling and Garage in district. Golf. Moderate 
and inclusive terms. Phone 741 Leamington. 


‘TRURO.—Red Lion Hotel. First class Family. 300 years old. Garage. Telephone 0199. 


SYKES-JOSEPHINE’S NEW WAIST-LINE CORSET 


is the IDEAL OF PERFECTION. The contour is graceful, the fashioning elegant, and the 
build on Anatomical Principles. Particulars and Prices on application to— 


280, REGENT STREET, LONDON, W. 


TRE C@OUNrAY FOME 
Por APRIL; 


The Magazine for al! Lovers of the Country, 


WILL CONTAIN— 


COUNTRY HOUSES AND THEIR ARCHITECTS. 
CLEVEDON COURT, SOMERSET. 
CARAVANNING IN COMFORT. 

ODDS AND ENDS. 

INDOOR HOBBIES OF THE COUNTRY HOME, 


V.—The Theatre, Tea-garden, Banquet, Concert, and other pickets of the 18th and 
early 19th Centuries. y A. M. BRoADLEy. 


CURIOUS NESTING PLACES. By WILFRED Ae WEss, F.L.S. 

A NEW VEGETABLE, By Louis Térassx. 

THE OWNER-CHAUFFEUR (continued). By NamMEro. 

And the usual articles on The Garden and Greenhouse; Indoors; Small Holdings; 
together with Notes and Reviews. 


I1.—The Work of Mr. Baillie Scott. 
By Mary TeEncH. 

By Hersert Huai. 

By DaGmMar Woop. 
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THE BELVOIR POINT-TO-POINT AT HARROWBY, 


kmary 


THE LADIES DIANA (SECOND FIGURE ON LEFT), MARJORIE, AND VIOLET MANNERS 


Arriving from Belvoir Castle for the recent point-to-point meeting of the Belvoir Hunt at Harrowby 


Barrett 


LADY GREENALL MR. FRANCIS GRENFELL CAPTAIN PAYNTER 


With her brother, Mr. Griffith, discussing And Lady Violet Manners ‘‘snapped”’ while The well-known cross-country rider, on Typhoon, 
the prospects. for the day. A snapshot at watching the competitors for the Open Race which won the Open Race at the recent Belvoir 
Harrowby going to the post Hunt Point-to-Point Meeting 
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CAPTAIN SCOTT (CENTRE), 


Who has been in Norway purchasing sledges and ski for his expedition to 

the Pole, returned by the Wilson liner, ‘‘ Aaro,”’ last week. 

shows the captain with Mrs, Scott and Mr. Skelton, chief engineer of the 
“Discovery,” leaving the quay 


A Nation’s Benefit. 
If some really practical results accrue 
from the recent Royal Commission on 
the Divorce Laws more real benefit will 
result to the community at large than all 
the social legislation which Parliament 
has talked about for years and years and 
years. Unfortunately, so far, it seems that 
the commission has come to no definite 
conclusions at all. Between those who 
want to see the marriage bond rendered 
even more difficult to sunder than it ts 
at present and those who 


believe that it is con- 
siderably strengthened by 
making bondage  practi- 


cally an invisible one seem 
almost equally divided. 
Personally I believe in 
treating the marriage bond 
as any other bond is 
treated; that is to say, 
when once one of the party 
has broken his or her part 
of the treaty the other 
should have full liberty to 
annul the contract alto- 
gether, and I would render 
divorce so easy, not only to 
the poor but to the rich, 
that such untechnical in- 
fidelities as mutual in- 
difference, childlessness, or 
any other connubial fault 
which prevents any mar- 
riage being a happy and 
in consequence a moral 
one should be sufficient 
to provide a divorce for 
either party who sought 
to obtain one. 


te 


In the Future. 

“Lhe courts would, of 
course, have to see 

that proper allowance was 

made for children under 

age and that the wife 


5 to the meet. 
should be able to obtain 


THE FAMOUS EXPLORER 


first ever held there. 


Our photograph 


THE LORD CHANCELLOR AND 


THE J.P.’S 


The Lord Chancellor (Lord Loreburn) gave some important evidence last 
week before the Royal Commission on the Selection of Justices. 
James of Hereford, chairman of the commission, is seen on left leaving 


Lord 


Scotland House, Westminster, with the Lord Chancellor 


alimony just as if the divorce were merely 
a separation, provided, of course, that she 
had no income in her own right or until 
she married again. But I fear | am speak- 
ing of an existence 500 years hence when 
the world will, let us hope, be a happier 
and more enlightened one. At present it 
is sufficient for most people that marriage 
in general mars a great many more people 
than it makes, and for fear of anything 
drastic we are all content to leave it 
peacefully at that. 


THE FIRST MEET HELD AT CHATSWORTH 


A meet of Mr. Hurt'’s Foxhounds took place at Chatsworth recently, which was the 
Our photograph depicts some of the house party on their way 
The daughters of the Duke of Devonshire—Lady Rachel and Lady 
Dorothy Cavendish—are seen in back of trap facing the camera 
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Undiscovered Murders. 


‘The number of undiscovered murders is 

really becoming most uncomfortably 
large. At one time there seemed few of 
these mysterious crimes with the exception 
of those committed by the man known as 
“Jack the Ripper’ which were not hunted 
down and the perpetrator of them brought 
eventually to book. Nowadays such 
criminals are rarely found out at all. 
Moreover, their crimes all point to the fact 
that if one lays elaborate plans or hatches 
unholy and mysterious 
plots to get rid of one’s 
victim one is discovered 
at once, but if one does 
the deed in full daylight, 
preferably in the middle 
of a crowd of people, one 
remains at large for the 
rest of one’s days. Really 
it seems far safer to_ kill a 
man than to steal his purse. 


it ie 


An Unpleasant Prospect. 
“The prospect of yet 

another General Elec- 
tion within the next 
few weeks may well put 
dread into the bravest 
heart. We have all of us 
had enough, and more than 
enough, of such battles 
to last us for a _ very 
long time. Nobody wants 
one, least of all those 
politicians who will be 
obliged once more to con- 
test their divisions, yet we 
are all apparently in for 
it once more. It is to be 
hoped, however, that the 
result will be no more 
coalition majorities but a 
thumping one for one side 
or the other. Whichever 
party is in we seem even- 
tually born to suffer for it 
sooner or later. 
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AN EDINBURGH HOSTESS. 


Lafayette 


A NEW PORTRAIT OF LADY KINROSS 


Wife of the present and second baron. Lady Kinross, who is a well-known hostess across the border, was before her marriage, which took place seven 
years ago, Miss Caroline Johnstone-Douglas, daughter of Mr. Arthur Henry Johnstone-Douglas, J.P., D.L. Lord Kinross, who was at Harrow, is a barrister 
by profession. Lady Kinross has three sons and one daughter 
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THES TALLER. 


Christi 


HE Toymaker of Nuremberg, by 
Austin Strong, which Mr. Cyril 
Maude recently produced for a 
series of matinées at The Playhouse, 

is one of those idyllic, peace-on-earth good- 
will-towards-men kind of sentimental ‘plays 
which make special appeal to us all about 
Christmas-time, and whose teaching we 
forget immediately alterwards, It is a 
charming little piece, light as air, prettily 
sentimental—at times somewhat tediously 
so—faintly pathetic, and equally faintly 
humorous ; the sort of piece 
which pleases us by its deli- 
cate fantasy, and paints 
men, women, and children 
for us in colours of well- 
nigh ideal beauty, but 
whom, though we regret 
to say it, we should not 
exactly care to see too 


olten. 
The story is extremely 
simple, almost lairy- 
like in its sentimental op- 
timism. It tells of the 
tragedy which beset a dear 
old dollmaker of Nurem- 
berg when — the present 
rage for teddy bears hav- 
ing set it—he finds to his 
dismay that his occupation 
has vanished. But first o! 
all we are introduced to 
the tovmaker’s son, a youth 
just verging on manhood, 
who has come to serenade 
the daughter of his father’s 
emplover over the garden 
wall. In this scene we also 
make the acquaintance of 
the lamplighter, the street- 
cleaner, and the sentry— 
the latter of whom is kindly 
obliging to the youthful 
lovers by warning them 
when a passer-by is coming 
their way. But the toy- 
maker’s son has also a boy 
friend who brings with him 
a barrel, and it is, standing 


iit te 


upon this, that the lover 
serenades his sweetheart 
on the flute. Presently, 


charmed by the music, she 
appears over the other side 
ol the wall. The sweetest 
of sweet little love scenes 
follows, and then, when the 
youth has been forced to 
escape, the girl still leaning 
over the wall sings to her- 
self in the growing twilight 
as the curtain falls. It is 
this scene which lingers in 
the memory longer than 
any other. Its eflect was quite exquisite 
—-the girl singing dreamily over the old 
wall in the dying sunlight, the haunt- 
ing music which seemed to catch so well 
the faint elusive beauty of the scene, and 
above all the sweet girlish voice of Miss 
Marjorie Maude, who at this matinée made 
her first professional ep ecarance: 
Qe 
“he eecelid act ales us to the workshop 
of the toymaker. Here he is dis- 
covered making his beloved dolls, which 
he loves like children, and which he sends 
out into the world with a tiny heart 
buried among the sawdust with which 
they are stuffed. His wile is a lovable old 
woman with a trifle more worldly wisdom 


in ‘The Dollar Princess” at Daly's. 
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Play Season. 


than her husband, but with all her hus- 
band’s childlike trustfulness and goodness 
of heart. An elder son of theirs had, it 
seems, left them many years ago to seek his 
fortune in America, and fora long time past 
they have had no news of his whereabouts. 
They have both suffered terribly by the 

separation, but their younger son almost 


atones for the loss of the elder in the 
parents’ hearts. It was here that we 
quickly foresaw the ultimate ‘‘ happy 
conclusion.”’ 


AS LIKE AS TWO PEAS 


Miss Margaret May, sister of Mrs. Oscar Lewisohn (Miss Edna May), who is appearing 
Miss May as will be seen from our photograph 


bears a striking resemblance to her sister 


t is the anniversary of the toymaker and 
his wile’s wedding day, and their two 

old friends, the sergeant and the actor, come 
in to present their congratulations, Pre- 
sently their mutual happiness is rudely 
interrupted by the entrance of the toy- 
maker’s employer, who informs the toy- 
maker that unless he turns his hand to 
making teddy bears he must cut down 
his wages one-half and take the orders 
somewhere else. Poor old man; he has 
been making these dolls for nearly three- 
score years. It isheartbreaking at his age 
to devote his beautiful talent to making 
the ugly grisly monsters now so much in 
demand. He cannot do such a thing 
Morecver he will not; but the employer, 
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who is an old friend, is not offended, and 
presently he leaves the old couple to their 
peaceful happiness. 


ut here the son enters and tells his 
father that he is in love. Over- . 

joyed, the proud toymaker hardly thinks 
of asking the young lady’s name, and 
when he does so and_ learns that she is 
none other than the daughter of his owm 
employer he never thinks twice about it 
but starts off straight away in his best 
clothes accompanied by 
Nebuchadnezzar, the dog, 
to visit the young lady and 
her lather. He never doubts 
but that his son — even 
though his only means of 
livelihood is to paint the 
eyelashes on his father’s. 
dolls—will be welcomed 
as a son-in-law. 
9 A 
A las! he is doomed to. 
z disappointment, for 
the news is received with 
good-natured tolerance at 
first, but when the girl’s 
father finds out that the 
toymaker’s two old friends 
—the sergeant and _ the 
actor—have pawned the 
one his watch the other 
his medals in order to pay 
for the young  couple’s 
elopement he thinks that 
it has all been a plot om 
the part of the toymaker 
to thwart him because he 
has reduced his wages. 
Furious, he turns him out 
of his employ altogethei 
and sends his son to the 
rightabout. The poor old 
toymaker is heartbroken at 
the turn affairs, andi 
being penniless into’ the 
bargain he decides that he, 
his old wife, his son}! and 
his dog shall go on a cattle 
raticly in America te make 
their fortunes. Unfor- 
tunately the toymaker has 
never been ona horse and 
is afraid’ of cows. © The 
situation, however, is saveck 
by the arrival of the 
stranger, who turns out to. 
be the long-lost son. He 
returns to Nuremberg rich 
heyond the dreams of 
avarice, and—the irony of 
it!—-he has made his im- 
mense fortune manufactur- 
ing teddy bears. So he is. 
also the boss of the toy- 
maker’s heartless employer, 
and for the lovers that is everything. 
They are reunited; the old toymaker and 
his wife return home to make beautiful 
golden-haired dollies for the rest of their 
lives, and all ends—as a fairy tale should 
end—happily. 


Lallie Charles 


tt # #t 
[t is all delightfully charming, very 
pretty, very simple, very unreal, As 


the old toymaker Mr. Cyril Maude is at 
his best. The simple, trustlul, lovable: 
old man is shown by the actor with an 
art which makes the character live before 
us. The Tovmaker should be revived 
at Christmas-time with a ballet, a chorus 
of fairies, and all the glorious trappings. 
of a Yuletide entertainment. 
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YOUNG ENGLAND IN STRENUOUS COMBAT. 


ETON BEATS HARROW AT RUGBY FOOTBALL BY 6 POINTS TO O AT ETON 


G. F. EARLE, THE HARROW CAPTAIN J. S. CRABBE (ETON) G. C. T. GILES, THE ETON CAPTAIN 

Who did some splendid work for his side. Has a slight mishap to his vest, and during an interval in the game Who played a clever game throughout 

He was far and away the best man and politely poses for the photographer. Mr. Crabbe did yeoman service and led his side excellently from start 
probably the best forward in the field for his side as may partly be deduced from his appearance to finish 


WINNERS IN THE ’VARSITY SPORTS CONTESTS AT QUEEN’S CLUB 


W. GAVIN (CAMBRIDGE) NEARING HOME P. J. BAKER (CAMBRIDGE) 
The famous cross-country runner and The three-mile race in progress, which was won in fine style by Winning the half-mile race, well ahead 
captain and winner of the mile race, A. E. Cator (Oxford), who made most of his own running and of his competitors. Mr. Baker's time 
breasting the tape in fine style finished 400 yd. ahead of E. G. Taylor (Oxford), who was second was 1 min 573 sec. 
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THE FATLER 


Monte Carlo. 
WELL-KNOWN French _ painter, 
member of the Institute of France, 
whose portrait is exhibited in a 
certain waxwork show here, re- 
cently had the curiosity to see how far the 
“model” resembled “nature.” He was 
also curious to see how many visitors 
would recognise him. 

He intended to sit down beside his 
effigy and watch the throng of visitors, 
somewhat after the fashion of the trainer 
at the Tower of London in the last 
Druriodrama. But when he caught sight 
of his “counterfeit presentment” his 
courage failed him. His double was 
attired in a disgraceful suit of ‘‘ reach-me- 
downs,” although he had given some of 
his best clothes for dressing it. 

The astonished painter thereupon 
began to gaze contemplatively at the 
other “portrait models” of famous men. 
They were all clothed in the same beggarly 
way. 

Lucien Guitry looked like a hungry 
* out-of-work,’ Rostand was wearing an 
old overcoat that a labourer. would have 
scorned, and*Paul Deschanel was attired 
in an old pair of check trousers that would 
have been dear at a shilling. 

Inquiries were made, and it was found 
that some of the attendants were in the 
habit of appropriating the models’ new 
clothes and replacing them by others 


obtained at the old clothes dealers at 
Nice. 
But a number of local visitors will 


always be under the that 
Parisians dress badly. 

The fun at the supper restaurants 
grows fast and furious as there is now so 
much competition owing to the fact that 
the new restaurant of the Hétel de Paris 
has entered the hsts, introducing several 
extraordinary novelties to the 
numerous habitués of this class 
of entertainment. At the Carl- 
ton, for instance, reo ny there 
was a grande /éte de parapluies 
fleuris, when large prizes were 
offered for the best examples, 
and the six Carlton girls were 
engaged specially from Paris. 
Other specialities at this lively 
house are The Merry Widow 
dance and the “* Danse d’apaches 
lumineuse.” 

A few nights ago a battle of 
flowers of all things took place 
at the same resort, in which 
several carriages of sorts com- 
peted. T hat which was awarded 
first prize was a mass of violets 
and mimosa and was drawn by 
a donkey, while the other, which 
was surmounted with Japanese 
sunshades, was a garden of red 
and white carnations with silk 
upholstery. 

Lady de Bathe had a colt 
in the Lincolnshire Handicap 
named Monty. As his owner 
spent a great part of the pre- 
sent season in “Monte” this 
might be a bit of a tip. The 
animal, however, only succeeded 
in securing third place in the 
Doddington Plate. 

The Duke of 
together with the 
staying at the Paris. 
leases Chesterfield 
Lady Burton. This celebrated 
residence was built from the 
designs of the great Lord 


impression 


Roxburghe 
duchess is 

The duke 
House from 


At Cap Martin. 


attlings tlhe Riviera 


AT MONTE CARLO 


M. Saint-Saéns, the famous composer, ‘‘snapped’ 
while strolling down to the Casino to conduct his 
new opera, ‘‘Prosperine”’ 


Chesterfield in the year 1747. The man- 
sion is remarkable for its magnificent 
double staircase, each step of which is 
formed from a single solid block of marble. 

The charming young Duchess of Rox- 
burghe was, of course, a Miss Goelet. She 


MR. AND MRS. KENNERLEY RUMFORD (MADAME CLARA BUTT) 
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It is evident from the above photograph that these popular 
favourites thoroughly enjoyed their holiday in the south 
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By Philip 
Whiteway. 


is joint heir to the untold millions of her 
late father, Mr. Ogden Goelet, which came 
from a very clean source so far as million- 
aires’ fortunes go—ground rents in New 
York, in fact. 

The duke and duchess have been very 
prominent figures here since their arrival, 
and they are to be seen in the rooms and 
on the terrace daily. Recently they dined 
at Ciro’s, with the duke’s brother and his 
wile as their guests. The brother is Lord 
Alastair Innes-Ker. 

M. Rougier has again recommenced 
his marvellous flights. He directed his frail- 
looking flyer in the direction of Cap d’Ail, 
circling over the headland and ‘the hotel 
before returning to the quayside of 
Monaco harbour. Rougier has made up 
his mind to fly to Nice before going on to 
Florence, which he wil! do in a few days. 

By the way, M. Rougier is a frequent 
patron of the grillroom at the Paris, as 
olten as not appropriately t tackling a bird. 

Among the many visitors at that 
popular hostelry, the Windsor, is one of 
the most interesting turf personalities, 
Mrs. H. J. Hall, who has at present a fine 
string of horses in training with Wootton, 

Politics, too, are represented at the 
Windsor by Sir Robert Hudson, the Liberal 
chief agent, who is accompanied by his 
wife and two daughters. 

Bs it i 
Nice. 
isitors here are going to have a treat im 
the course of a few days inasmuch 
as the Riviera metropolis is to be 
honoured by the presence of Zena and 
Phyllis Dare, who are going to spend the 
Easter vacation here. “Their mother has 
been in Nice for the last few weeks. 


Isidore de Lara, the poetic Scotch 
composer with the funny name, is here 
busily engaged upon a new work, 

# & 


Cannes. 

The pearl of the azure coast 
is tennis mad at the pre- 

sent moment, and two _ inter- 

national. tournaments—rivals— 

were im progress at one time. 

No dewer than 235 entries 
have been received for the great 
Beausite meeting as compared 
with 1go last year. The entries. 
include such formidable wielders 
of the racket as Miss A. N. 
Greene, Mrs. Leycester Meyer 
(better known by her maiden 
name of Pincney), Mrs. Winch, 
Mr. M. J. G. Ritchie, and 
M. Max Decugis (the French 
champion). The open meeting 
at the Croquet and Lawn Tennis 
Club, which is in its first year, 
promises to be a very great 
success, and a large entry has, 
been secured. The Grand 
Duchess Anastasia of Mecklen- 
burg - Schwerin has kindly 
promised to give away the 
prizes to their proud winners. 

Apart from sport, the chief 
object of interest here at the 
present moment is Mr. A. J. 
Balfour, who is staying at the 
Californie. Since his arrival 
the leader of the Opposition has. 
been playing a good deal of 
golf, his favourite adversary 
being Lord Savile. 

Mr. Balfour has spent a good 
deal of time with Mr. Chamber- 
lain and has dined more than 
once with the Saviles. 
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A GERMAN POTENTATE (MADE IN ENGLAND). 


THE, DUKE OF SAXE-COBURG AND GOTHA 


Occupying the front seat, with the duchess directly behind him, about to take a run in a bobsleigh. A recent snapshot during the winter sports at 

Oberhof, The duke is, of course, nephew to our King and succeeded at his birth to the dukedom of Albany and to the dukedom of Saxe-Coburg and 

Gotha while he was at Eton in his sixteenth year. He married in 1905 Princess Victoria, the eldest daughter of Frederick Duke of Schleswig-Holsteine 
Sonderburg-Glucksburg, at Grunholz, Germany 


FIRST STEPS—A CHARMING SNAPSHOT OF THE HEREDITARY PRINCE OF SAXE-COBURG AND GOTHA, AGED FOUR YEARS 


Taking his first lesson in ski-ing at Oberhof recently. Prince Johann is the only son of the duke and duchess, and with his two-year-old sister, the Princess 
Sibylle, are the idols of all Oberhof 


bo 


327 b 


| 


THE TATLER 


ON ONCLE CHERI,—What an 
amusing photograph I saw of 
Gauthier-Villars in Riviera notes 
in Tue Tatter a few weeks 

ago! You say he is the great musical 
critic of the day; well, that is quite true, 
and he is also the widely-read author of 
‘“*Claudine’’; in fact, of all the Claudines 
and “Minne” and dozens of other novels 
that the jeunes filles read by the dim light 
of a night lamp when they are supposed 
to be not only in bed but sleeping. 
8 tt 
o you know the recent gossip in Paris 
about the Claudine novels, uncle 
dear? It may interest you. The “crea- 
trice’’ of the stage Claudine is now in 
London; she is Polaire, who made _ her 
first steps on the real stage in that réle 
which with Le Friquet have 
been her two greatest suc- 
cesses. I mustn’t wander 
away from my subject how- 
ever. The little dark-eyed 
lady who is drawing crowds 
to the Palace has almost 
forgotten her Claudine part 
I expect, for it is over eight 
or nine years ago since she 
appeared for the first time 
in the short black overall 
pinafore and white collar of 
the schoolgirl heroine and 
she has nothing to do with 
the recent tongue-wagging 
about Claudine. 


it 


V hen these novels were 

written Gauthier- 
Villars (Willy) proclaimed 
to all those whom it might 
interest that his wife, 
Madame Colette, had 
collaborated with him, and 
that in spite of his wish 
that she should do so the 
lady absolutely refused to 
allow her name to appear 
as part author. Colette 
was, then a very shy and 
retiring woman and also 
she was afraid of being 
blamed for haying por- 
trayed rather cruelly several 
well-known people with 
her over-sarcastic pen, and 
at the time she almost 
absolutely disclaimed her 
part) in the creation ol 
Claudine. 


tt te % 


G ince then, however, 

things have changed ; 
the pair have parted, and Colette, some- 
what to the amusement of literary and 
artistic circles in Paris, declared a few 
months ago that she was the sole author 
of “Claudine” and that Willy Gauthier- 
Villars just acted as her secretary. People 
smiled as, of course, Willy’s novels have 
been world-famous long before Madame 
Colette appeared on the horizon. 


ie * a 


The only unmoved person was Gauthier- 

Villars himsel!, who smiled and pointed 
out several articles and interviews that 
appeared at the time of “Claudine” in 
which he had declared over and over 
again exactly for how much he was grateful 
to. the lady. Alter a particularly dis- 
agreeable attack in a daily newspaper 
signed by Colette he convulsed Paris and 
fairly silenced her by at last answering, 


riscilla in 


A 


“ Heureusement que je n'ai jamais eu d’en- 
fants avec Madame Colette; elle aurait 
prétendu les avoir faits toute seule.” Isn't 
it amusing, uncle dear? 


ES # # 


ow I want to tell you bits and pieces 
about Polaire, whom I saw in Monte 
Carlo just before she went to London. I 
gather from the photo that she has gone 
back to her early loves and is now drawing 
in her waist more than ever, wearing un- 
usually short skirts and her hair in a wild 
mop again. You see, uncle, for some time 
this year Polaire became quite femme du 
monde and wore fashionable frocks quite 
on the ground; her waist was normal and 
her hair was dressed with a filletin a quite 
approved-of-by-fashion manner. Iam glad 


NEW PORTRAIT OF MLLE. ARLETTE DORGERE 


One of the most beautiful and sprightly favourites of the Parisian stage 


she has gone back to her café-concert style 
of dressing—it was her surest chance of 
appealing to an English audience. If you 
see her with long skir ts trying to appear 
just like anyone else you look at her and 
say, ‘‘ What an ugly creature!”’ But when 
you see her as she is at the Palace you 
say, “ The Gp oe: a fascinating one. 


Pope nee my opinion net she won't 
be cross. You can tell her all this 
when you meet her, dear, for I guess you'll 
manage to meet her safely enough. By the 
way, doesn’t her hair remind you of mine, 
only mine is even shorter and, of course, I 
know it’s red—but you can’t blame me for 
that. 
t is stale news for you to know that 
our King Edward saw Chantecler on 
his way to Biarritz vid Paris. He lelt after 
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the second act, and so now people who do 
not admire Rostand quite as much as his 
wife and sons do haye no scruples and 
clear out before the third act. The 
managers of the Porte St. Martin Theatre 
do not bless the entente cordiale and the 
admiration that most Parisians have for 
King Edward. 


it it tt 


t last Francis de Croisset has been 
“caught.” He is about to marry 
Madame Bischoffsheim, the widow of a 
millionaire. Need Isay that the million- 
aire was neither of the Church of Rome 
nor England—look at the name? Madame 
Bischofisheim i is the daughter of the Comte 
and Comtesse Adheaune de Chevigné, 
who belong to one of the oldest of “old 
French families and are not 
particularly overjoyed at 
the de Croisset marriage. 


e % te 


he Comte de Chevigné 
is a charming ‘old 
gentleman. I met him at 
Monte Carlo, uncle darling, 
last time I was down there; 
he is a white-haired philo- 
sopher with a quaint, dry 
smile, and lhe makes the 
most droll comments on 
his wife’s manner of play- 
ing roulette. ‘She loses 
a few thousand francs 
in a few minutes, but 
! amuse myself for hours 
with a few  five-franc 
pieces.’ When Madame de 
Chevigné—who is eternally 
smoking cigarettes when 
she is not * playing—pro- 
tests that she stands to win 
more with her thousands 
than her husband could 
with five-franc pieces, he 
answers crushingly, “ Bé- 
tises, ma chére amie, women 
never win; anyway, you 
don’t.” 
re & & 


he other day I went 
to an exhibition of 
portraits by a young and 
already well-known “artist, 
M. Garnier Salbreux, and 
the most admired were 
the profile portraits of the 
artist’s wile, a clever study 
in oils, and a charming 
“sangnine” of Miss Meg 
Villars. Another absolutely 
striking likeness is the full- 
face study of Gaby Deslys; the tiny grimace 
on the right side of that very beautiful 
actress’s face is most adroitly caught, and 
Gaby can flatter herself that at last. there 
is a worthy reflection of her beauty to 
be handed down to her grandchildren— 
if, indeed, she indulges in the luxury of 
grandchildren. 


tt 


believe M. Garnier Salbreux is sending 
a big portrait of Mlle. Spinelly to 
the Salon this year. Oh yes, uncle, you 
know Spinelly ; she is “the pocket Venus” 
of Paris, the wearer of the most beautiful 
jewels in the world and the plus gentille 
camavade du monde. ‘Ta-ta, darling. 
When you take your ticket for Paris don’t 
let it be a return one.—Bestest love, 
PRISCILLA. 
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PERSONALITIES 


THE HON. MRS. CADOGAN 


A very graceful and accomplished skater 


A GENERAL VIEW OF THE 


O 


The skating season at Prince’s Skat- 
ing Club is now drawing to a close to 
the general regret of all the members 
and visitors at that ever-popular resort. 
It has had a most successful year, and 
under the energetic and skilful manage- 
ment of Mr. Page, the popular secre- 


MRS. GREENHOUGH SMITH 
Who won the Swedish Cup last year 


HERR GRENANDER 


A former amateur champion, who gave a magnificent 
display of figure-skating at Prince’s recently 
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PIRINCE’S. 


MRS. EDGAR SYERS 


Who is perhaps the best lady skater in Europe 


Ldtptnth ntti th 
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SKATING RINK AT PRINCE’S 


O 


tary, promises to increase in general 
favour as the years roll on. The club 
is owned by the Duchess of Bedford, 
who used to be a regular attendant, 
and many other well-known mem- 
bers of society may be seen practising 
there. 


TATLER 


BY 
RICHARD 


KING. 

April in London. 

2 OR it’s oh to be in England now 
that April's here,” sang the poet. 
Personally I am only too thank- 
ful to get out of it at that season 

of the year, or at any other for the matter 

of that. Is not the weather invariably 
wet, the temperature low, and the dis- 
content of winter merely uncomfortably 
ruffed at this season by 
the approach of spring? 
London, with its few 
smoke-laden trees doing 
their best to sprout, its 
feeble attempts on the part 
of householders at what 
they fondly suppose to be 
spring cleaning, looks like 
some stately but faded 
matron who has giddily 
dyed her hair red under the 
belief that it makes her 
look youthful. October is 
the month par excellence for 
our metropolis, or perhaps 

November. At any rate 

not June nor May, nor even 

April, for in these months 

there is everywhere the pro- 

mise of lovely things, green 
trees, flowers, and a blue 
sky, and most assuredly not 
in July or August or Sep- 
tember, in which it re- 
sembles nothing so much 
as some arid dustheap over 
which perspiring and me- 
lancholy blackbeetles run 
about strenuously. 


& i & 
The City in Spring. 
It is about this time, 
however, when I begin 
to hate all towns and in- 
dividuals singly or in bulk. 
Suddenly the even tenor 
of winter's dreary way is 
rudely broken into. Spring 
is at the door. The in- 
visible but ever - present 
chains which each of us 
carry round our necks are 
held in ruthless manacles 
to one particular spot— 
these become well-nigh un- 
bearable from now onwards. 
One longs to be off—some- 
where—anywhere. It is the 
monotony ol life which kills. 
Away in the country the 
trees are bursting into leal, 
crocuses and daffodils all 
are in flower; the sun, too, 
is shining there perhaps. 
At any rate herein the City 
all is leaden colour, dusty, joyless, melan- 
choly, commercial, horrible. There are the 
parks you say? Yes; but what a make- 
believe they are. One might equally as 
well wander aimlessly around some pieces 
of rural scenery at Drury Lane and admire 
the painted sunset and sit beneath some 
canvas treein flower. Of course, the parks 
are better than nothing, a great deal 
better even, yet they are but a pretence 
after all. To begin with there are people, 
crowds and crowds of people; most of 
them are dingy, some of them disagree- 
able, all of them are plain. ‘The herds of 
sheep are far more interesting and beauti- 
ful to watch, while as for the birds—well ! 


urn. 
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rock-cut temples and tombs of Petra. 
and signifies ‘‘the convent.” 


The Call of Foreign Travel. 
But if I must have people, if I must have 
towns, let them all be foreigners and 
places which I have never seen or which I 
long to see again. I have just been read- 
ing Mr. Frank Allen’s “Impressions of 
Provence” (Griffiths), and it has charmed 
me beyond measure. He has caught the 
beauty, the strangeness, the exquisite fas- 
cination of this neglected province’ of 
France, and he has written a book 
which no one interested in foreign places 


A WONDERFUL ROCK-HEWN TEMPLE 


The photograph depicts the temple of Ed Der, one of the most remarkable of the 
This name is no doubt a modern designation 
It is not situated in the narrow valley where most of 
the remarkable remains are found but is only to be reached after an hour's stiff 
climbing along ravines and up rock-cut staircases to the north-west of the Kasr 
Farioun, the path leading by the striking Tomb of the Lions. 
is on a high plateau; it is 150 ft. long and almost as high and is crowned by a great 
The toil involved in cutting out of the solid mountain of varied-coloured sand- 
stone this huge monolith edifice is incredible. 


temple is in a remarkable state of preservation 


and people will easily forget or do with- 
out. It has all the usefulness of a com- 
plete guide book with the charm and 
interest of a private diary by a delightful 
traveller. To those who have already 
visited this part of the world it will prove 
of inestimable interest and delight; to 
those who intend to do so there is no 
more valuable book to be obtained any- 
where, while to those who will perhaps 
never go there—except in their dreams— 
it will appeal as a book in which there 
are pages and pages of vivid and beautiful 
description written with a charm and 
sympathy which would render any book 
delightful, especially of travels, even if 


5 


This ruin of Ed Der 


As will be seen from the picture, the 


(No. 457, Marcu 30, 1910 


the author had not strayed into parts of 
the world so fascinatingly interesting as 
Provence. Arles, Avignon — all those 
places which when bound for Marseilles 
we only look upon as rather tiresome in- 
terruptions in a long journey—will now 
become stopping places of the utmost 
interest. People who read Mr. Allen’s 
delightful pages will probably insist on 
breaking their journey southwards at each 
of these towns in the future to follow in 
the author's footsteps for themselves. 


bo tt % 


A Volume of Beautiful 
Poems. 


mong the minor modern 
poets Mr. George 
Barlow holds a high place. 
As a maker of charming 
verse he is very. exception- 
ally gilted; as a writer he 
has ideas, as a poet he 
has imagination, while 
he possesses at the same 
time the inestimable gift 
of being able to express 
them both in beautiful 
language. A new edition 
of his poems, somewhat 
over-grandiloquently called 
“The Pageant of Life: an 
Epic of Man” (Glaisher), 
has just come to hand; it 
contains many _ beautiful 
and charming verses. Take 
for example the lines culled 
from the poem entitled 
“The Youth ” :— 


I love. And therefore Heaven 
and God are true. 
Christ’s resurrection was no 
woman's dream. 
Because I love, the sky is ever 
blue; 
Because I love, the 
shall always gleam. 


stars 


Because I love, I understand 
the love 
That led God’s heart to 
suffer for the race. 
God died for all, His love for 
all to prove, 
As I would die for 
beloved face. 


one 


If thus I love, can God love 
less than I? 
The ruler of the spheres love 
less than man ? 
The God whose breath per- 
vades eternity, 
Can time-born Satan inter- 
cept his plan ? 
Or, to take yet another 
example, the charming 


poem entitled “‘Give me 
that Rose”’ :— 


Give me that rose; 

It rests, it blows, 
Next to your heart, my sweet. 
The flower to which such favour has been 

shown 
Amid songs deathless flowers shall win a 

throne 

From which to watch the baffled years 
retreat. 
Give me that rose. 


Give me that rose ; 
One moment goes. 
What now might chance again may never 


be! 
If I have loved you with a love supreme, 
For just one wild, mad moment let me 
dream 
(And die within the dream) that YOU 
love ME! 


Give me the rose, 


(Continued on p, 332) 
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VIVID SCENES OF FLOOD AND FROST. 


A STREET SCENE IN HERKIMER AFTER THE ICE-JAM WAS BLOWN UP 


The photographs reproduced on this page depict two remarkable flood scenes that were the result of a disastrous ice-jam which occurred recently in 
Herkimer, Utica, U.S.A. The ice-jam, which was the worst ever known in the history of the city, completely dammed the river, causing a disastrous 


THE FLOOD OF WATER RUSHING DOWN ONE OF HERKIMER’S MAIN STREETS 


sflood, the results of which are shown above. The dam was later on blown up by dynamite, but this only made matters worse, the rush of water carrying 
the broken ice in its train through the streets of the city with the result that many lives have been lost and much damage done to property 
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WITH SILENT FRIENDS—continued. 


Very Readable. 


[2 “The Crooked Spur’’ (Alston Rivers) 
Mr. Richard Dawson introduces his two 
heroines, the villainess and the immaculate 
one; thuswise, “ Either of the two cousins 
might have sat for a model of the goddess 
of Love and Beauty, but goddesses of 
different climes and countries. In Wini- 
fred Lockton, with her hair of rippling 
gold and snow-white skin, through 
whose transparency shone the pale 
blue veins,, 1 saw Aphrodite rising 
from the creamy foam, the lithe and 
laughing queen, strong in her weak- 
ness, all unconscious “of her power. 
And_ beside her stood Maud Owen, 
Ashtaroth of the raven tresses and 
flashing eyes and swarthy skin, the 
full red lips and steady gaze and 
massive form of the Assyrian sculp- 
tures. .A queen in truth. Every 
moyement of the shapely limbs, every 
glance of the dark, steady eyes, so 
deep and unlathomable, bespoke 
strength of body, of passion, and of 
will—of masterful, unswerving will.” 
It is all. very long and gives the 
reader little or no idea of what the 
two ladies were really like other than 
what a “beautiful blonde” and 
“handsome brunette’ might have 
told him. But it serves as a piece 
of information as to which is to be 
the., villainess and which is _ not, 
because if the reader cannot guess 
irom the above description who the 
wicked one is likely to be he deserves 
to go without reading a novel for the 
rest of his lifetime. Apart, however, 
from a. tendency to slop over in 
description Mr. Dawson has written a very 
readable book—rather like a Drury Lane 
autumn drama perhaps, but quite excel- 
lent for passing a long, lazy afternoon. 


Bo u cd 
Thoughts from ‘‘ The Crooked Spur.” 


1 here comes a time to everyone when 

a place becomes less important than 
the people, and the people become merged 
into one individual.” 

“Rumour is a speedy jade, and when 
she. bears bad tidings more often than not 
a truthful.” 

“The coincidences of 
life are the strangest facts, 
infinitely more strange than 
its wildest fictions.” 

(A. party of two girls 
and. aman is not always 
all. that could be wished, 
but two men and a girl is 
absolutely impossible.” 


it ie 


An Interesting and Enter- 
taining Volume. 
I! anyone who on picking 
up Mr. Sidney Hum- 
phries’s book, ‘ Oriental 
Carpets, Runners and Rugs, 
and some Jacquard Repro- 
ductions”’ (Black), thinks 
that he has fallen upon a 
volume which will make 
but scant appeal to many 
people and singularly lack- 
ing in interest for most, he 
will be very much mistaken, 
for a more entertaining 
book it would be difficult 
to find. True it may be 
that our knowledge of the 
subject about which Mr. 


Pouter Pigeon (anxiously to himself) : 


alter perusing it, yet it is the many de- 
lightful digressions from Oriental rugs 


which prove such fascinating reading, 
for the author seeks to entertain us by 
many ingenious interpretations of ancient 
myths, and interests us in facts concern- 
ing weaving, printing, bookbinding, sales 
at Sotheby’s, violin-making, statues, the 


V've swallowed his golf ball 


Parthenon, the Victoria and Albert Mu- 
seum, [ree trade and protection, women, 
and any number of quotations from vari- 
ous sources. As, too, the book is sump- 
tuously got up and contains many exquisite 
examples of English colour-printing it is 
surely one which will appeal to all. 


An Ideal Book for Fishermen. 

[2 writing his interesting book, “ Life 
History and Habits of the Salmon, 

Sea Trout, and*other) Fresh-water Fish” 


MISS 


IRENE HARRISON-WAYNE 


| do believe he thinks 


(Black), Mr. P. D. Malloch has earned the 
gratitude of countless fishermen. Many 
have written books about this interesting 
subject but none have contributed a work 
of greater value than the present one. 
Some of Mr. Malloch’s conclusions are 
extraordinary and often in complete con- 
flict with other authoritative statements 
which have been published before, 
but few. I venture to think, will fear 
to accept his conclusions, partly by 
reason of lis exceptional opportunities 
lor studying the subject and partly 
because of the wonderful care with 
which he has sought to verify the 
evidence before him at every possible 
stage. The book is beautifully illus- 
trated from photographs, exceedingly 
well printed, and handsomely bound. 
It should certainly be on the shelves 
of all those interested in this particular 
kind of sport. 


£3) i bo 


A Quiet Tale 
ld Harbour” (Constable), by Mr. 
W. J. Hopkins, is a carelully- 
written tale of a seaport village, 
old china, elderly ladies, long-lost 
brothers, twilight-coloured romances, 
calf love, samplers, tears, and tittle- 
tattle. It is all very inild, very rest- 
{ul, and very conventional ; almost 
Cranfordian too in its simplicity, but 
unfortunately quite without the least 
vestige of Cranfordian humour. The 
result is that though we quickly get 
to know all the characters and to 
like them fairly well we have not the 
least desire to renew their acquaint- 
ance either in this world or in the next. 
However, for a passing afternoon their 
society is well enough. 


A Funny Book. 

ould Mr. Harry Graham write anything 
~ which was not clever and amusing ? 
I doubt it. His books may not be the stuff 
of which epoch-making things are made, 
but they help us to pass a long, lazy after- 
noon with the greatest possible ease, which 
after all is quite as important a fact 
to most of us. His latest 
literary effort, entitled‘ The 
Bolster Book,’ has just 
been published by Messrs. 
Mills and Boon, and a 
better volume to take with 
us upon our Easter holiday 
gould not w ell be peyote 

A Holiday Book. 
ae he frontispiece repre- 
sents a fatuous-look- 
ing gentleman falling 
gently to sleep with what 
apparently looks like Mr, 
Graham’s ‘‘ Bolster Book” 
upon the eiderdown. It 
may be because he was 
fatuous, or it may be that 
he had already lost a good 
deal of sleep by sitting 


awake to read it, but I 
cannot imagine anybody 
else journeying into the 


land of dreams until they 
had really and truly finished 
it; for as a light, amusing, 
quite irresponsible book it 
would be difficult to find 
a better. And what a vital 
want such volumes fill in 


Humphries rofesses_ to : P 

ae oa hs Rae erat Whose waltz, ‘‘Je vous Rappelle,” just published by Weekes and Co., has met with a these strenuous times. ol 
: Relninel : cordial reception by music-lovers. Miss Harrison-Wayne, who is an enthusiastic follower aeroplanes and_ elections 

overwhelmingly incre ased of the Hampshire, is seen in the above picture mounted on her favourite mare, Scarecrow and women’s s suffrage. 
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DEDUCTION. By George Belcher. 
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“Yes; but, Mr. Briggs, how could you tell the motor car was travelling at the rate of fifty miles an hour?” 
‘*‘Why, becos oi seed the wheels agoin’ round” 
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THE SEARCHLIGHT SOCIETY 
No. XCIX.—The Duchess of Beaufort. 


Our Open Letter. 


EAR DUCHESS,—Once I heard you 
described as the most “ duchessy 
of duchesses,’ and there is not 
the slightest doubt that you 

adorn the position it has pleased heaven 
and your charming husband to call you to. 
All who know you and all who serve you 
love you, but il the occasion requires it no 
one can better vindicate the dignity of the 
exalted sphere you belong to. 

Your life story is much as follows. 
You were once Miss Louise Harford, and 
were a child of the late Mr. William Henry 
Harford of Oldown in Gloucestershire. 
He was a worthy country squire with the 
usual J.P. and D.L. after his name, and 
your early years were spent in rural 
retirement. However, you were an 
extremely pretty girl, and when still 
in your teens married the late Baron 
Carlo de Tuyll, by whom you had 
a couple of children. He was a 
German and a keen sportsman, 
whose hunting exploits were well 
known in the midlands. But he did 
not live long, and you soon became 
a charming widow. Like your late 
spouse you were fond of sport and 
a clever rider to hounds, and used 
to appear in most of the smart 
hunting centres. Chance took you 
to the Badminton district, and you 
rode so well and looked so smart 
on horseback that you were soon 
seen and admired by no less a 
person than his Grace the Duke of 
Beaufort. Marriage quickly fol- 
lowed, and your w edding took place 
in October, 1895. 

Now I must have a word on 
your personal appearance. Your 
wood looks are somewhat of the 
Dresden-china type as you are not 
tall, and have small, perfect features 
and a bright, smiling expression ; 
although still quite young your 
hair has turned grey, and, raised 
high from the face, gives quite the 
effect of a powdered coiffure. Writing 
this reminds me that white-haired 
beauties are a feature of the inoment, 
and the other day someone made 
the humorous suggestion that a 
luncheon might be given at which 
all the ladies should be grey-haired 
but still fresh and beautiful. Really 
one could make quite a long list of these 
mature enchantresses. Lady Ripon looks 
handsomer than ever with her white hair, 
and Lady Warwick’s soft grey curls are 
most cunning and attractive. Countess 
Fritz Hochburg’s white hair becomes her 
well, and we admire her as much now as 
when she was the beautiful Miss Roche 


and went about with her brother, Lord 
l‘ermoy. 
Then Lady Henry Bentinck had her 


one white lock when only seventeen, and 
now her fair head appears as if pouc ie 
Lady Brassey’s grey hair seems to suit he 

fine opals, and Mrs. Hall-Walker’s white 
hair increases instead of lessens her plump 
and youthful beauty. And among other: 
who have grown grey in comparative 
youth are Mrs. Geor: ge Ithodes, a noted 
bridge-player, and—a still more striking 
instance—Mrs. Allhusen, the young and 
pretty daughter of Lady St. Helier, who 
was SO bewitching that she married even 
before she was presented. Then Madame 
Maurice Ephrussi represents grey-haired 
smartness in Parisian society, and Mrs. 


John Jacob Astor—well, she is as much 
admired in London as in America. 

But now I must return to my charm- 
ing duchess. You have another special 
taste besides horses and hunting, and this 
is a great fondness for music and the 
opera. You sing and play really well, are 
friendly with many musicians, and may be 
seen night alter night at Covent Garden 
during the summer season. And I who 
write think that you never look so well.as 
in evening costume. You often wear 
black, which suits your bright colour, and 
your diamonds are always “well arranged 
and look most magnificent. But in ‘the 


day you, like many ‘other hunting women, 


of their old-time attachment to the Tudor 
sovereigns, and the present duke and his 
son, Lord Worcester, are both Henrys as 
were most of their famous ancestors, and 
as a family the Somersets use the name 
Blanche with much persistence. In 1607 
a Lady Blanche Somerset married the 
Lord Arundell of Wardour of her day and 
has-gone down to history as a heroine in 
that she defended Wardour Castle against 
the Parliamentarian army for nine days 
and in the end surrendered! on honourable 
terms. Her husband was absent during 
that exciting episode, and since that date 
she has had many worthy successors. 

Your husband, the present duke, will 
be sixty- three in May. He was once 
in the “ Blues,” and has all his life 
been known asa first-rate sportsman. 
He seems to have made his name as 
Lord Worcester as he did not suc- 
ceed until he was past filty. The 
English dukedom of Beaufort dates 
from 1682, and a Charles Somerset, 
ist Earl of Worcester, was made a 
Knight of the Garter in 1496, for 
the house of Beaufort must be 
reckoned among what are known as 
our “Garter families.’ There is a 
great saloon at Badminton walled 
entirely with portraits of the dukes 
of that line wearing the robes of 
the Garter. As it happens your 
lord and master has parted with 
several large properties, and it must 
be admitted that less state than of 
old is maintained at Badminton. 
In the time of the late duke a large 
retinue of servants appeared on all 
occasions. In the hall of the man- 
sion a man servant was: stationed 
all day and throughout the evening, 
and this functionary was. styled a 
“footman in waiting.” And an- 
other grand seigneur custom of the 
dead-and-gone dukes of Beaufort 
was to engage the services of a 
doctor to attend the family and 
household at a fixed stipend of £500 
a year, and this irrespective of the 
number of his patients and of his 
calls at Badminton. 

Badminton House near Chippen- 


Zager tiam in Wiltshire is an immense 

THE DUCHESS OF BEAUFORT mansion with some fine rooms and 

much carving by Grinling Gibbons. 

seem to like tailor-made gowns, which This old abode where you now reign as 


are apt to give a touch of severity. 
Although low-crowned or billycock hats 
are now the general wear for women 
riders, yet you retain the high hat and 
ar your “topper” in the hunting field 
and also in Hyde Park in London. Here, 
however, we are entirely at one, as, to my 
mind, a high hat and a tight- fitting habit 
are far smarter than the disarray which 
ns to be adopted by so many modern 
women. 

Writing on this topic reminds me of 
the three children born since your mar- 
with the Duke of Beaufort. You 
your duty and produced a son and 
heir, and on April 4 little Lord Worcester 
will be ten years old, and your small 
daughters—the Ladies Blanche and Diana 
Somerset—are now respectively twelve and 
thirteen. They are both pretty, smart girls 
who are already keen on sport, ride well 
to hounds, and if they did not sit astride 
would look extremely well on horseback. 
By the way, the dukes of Beaufort are 
faithful to the name of Henry on account 


Wi 
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queen contains an unrivalled collection of 
Somerset portraits from John of Gaunt 
and lis son downwards, and there-is one 
most curious picture, the work of Salvator 
Rosa. In this he represented the European 
sovereigns of the day under different dis- 
guises, 

One appears as a woll, a second as a 
fox, a third as a cow, a fourth as a sheep, 
and a fifth as a donkey. The back of 
this latter is covered by a pallium of the 
Pope’s, a piece of ill-timed pleasantry 
which caused the banishment of the artist 
from the Vatican. The park at Badmin- 
ton is surrounded by a wall ten miles long 
and contains the famous Fitzherbert oak, 
a venerable tree of vast dimensions. Well, 
dear duchess. you are well placed in the 
world and bear out the truth of the old 
saying that widows are always successful. 
—I remain your obedient servant, 
CANDIDA. 
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By Philip Baynes. 


RAM PILIES. 
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in better cond 
they be we'd do 


| never saw any 


Parson: The pigs do you credit, Michael 


le as 


, if we was all of us only as fit to d 


Ir, 


: Sure, si 


Mike 
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jparonets— 


HERE have been unsettling things 
said about baronets of late; dark 
hints have been heard about in- 
quisitorial examinations, andabout 

demands for certificates of birth, vacci- 
nation, and so forth. For it has been 
whispered about that there are real and 
aanreal baronets, butter and margarine, 
broadcloth and ’shoddy, and the autho- 
rities were said to be determined to draw 
‘a line between the two. It was rumoured 
that the provisions of the Adulteration of 
Foods Ne were to be insome way adapted 
to the case, and that only the pure article 
could bear the well-known de- 
scriptive title. 


Tis True, tis Pity. 

And now I find that for once 
a rumour has not lied, an 
the papers have contained 
articles bearing some such blunt 
and brutal heading as “ Bogus 
Baronets Doomed.” Now the 
word, “ bogus,” is not a pretty 
word, and when it is used in 
connection with the other word, 
“baronet”? —a title which is 
suggestive of truly British re- 
specta bility—the effect is pain- 
ful. But the truth is out, for 
those mysterious persons, the 
Giirter, the Lyon, and the Ulster 
Kings of ae are drawing up 
a roll of baronets, and if you 
are not on it, good reader, you 
are no true bart. within the 
meaning. 


te 


All Right in the House. 
“[ here: are twenty-eight worthy 
gentlemen in the House of 
Commons who belong to, and 
who shed glory upon, the baro- 
netical degree or status or order, 
or whatever it.may be. Every 
one of them is a specimen of 
the real thing. I make that 
statement with confidence, and 
though I am not versed in the 
art of pugilism I am prepared 
to stand up to all the three 
Kings of Arms—all at once— 
should they wish to call in 
‘question the claim to “sir” be- 
fore and “‘ bart.” alter the name 
of any hon. friend of my own. 
But this is a safe offer, for all 
the eight-and-twenty are above 
suspicion. They can sleep at 
might as peacefully as if they 
-were old: age Pensioners: 


A Thousand of Them. 
have seen it stated lately that there 

are about 1,000 bold baronets in this 
brave isle, and it is estimated that of 
these only thirty are what may be 
termed “wrong uns.” That is to say, 
about 3 percent. I think the gentlemen 
come out of the ordeal very W ell. Accord- 
ing to John Chamberlay ne’s ‘‘ Present State 
cof Great Britain” (1737) it had been in- 
tended that the total number of baronets 
in England at one time was not to exceed 
200, but Chamberlayne adds rather sadly, 
‘now their number is without limitation.” 
Indeed, he gives a list of the baronets of 
1737, and I find that there were in those 
days 1,015. 

Bd 

An Open Question. 
I am not quite sure whether John 

Chamberlayne means that there were 
1,015 baronets then existing, or that there 


her own pen. 


League respectively. 
consented to appear: 
Hon. Stephen Powys, Sir Albert Seymour, Bart., 
Mr. A. Thesiger, Mr. A. F. Clarke Jervoise (Scots Guards), Major Oram, 


and Mr. Athol Stewart. An amateur orchestra, organised by the Hon. 


had been that number since the order was 
instituted in r61r.__In any case, in his old 
book there are the 1,015 names, and in look- 
ing through the list I cannot help wonder- 
ing—were there any bogus barts. in the 
brave days of old? All kinds of titled and 
hereditary notabilities are being assailed 
in these dreadful days, but 1 do not want 
to be placed in that category. 
Fy # PS 
Respectable Qualifications. 
‘hese were, and I assume still are, some 
of the qualifications for admission into 
the ranks of this glittering host: ‘“‘ That 


Dover Street Studios 


FLORENCE LADY CLARKE JERVOISE 


Who is organising three performances of ‘‘Lady Epping’s Lawsuit,’’ by 
Hubert Davies, and ‘‘Shub’rat” (Night of Record), a new one-act play from 
The performances, which will take place on the evenings of 
the lth, 12th, and 13th of next month at a West-end theatre not at present 
decided on, are in aid of the Rev. James Adderley’s work in East Birming- 
ham, the East London Hospital for Children, and Our Dumb Friends’ 
Among other well-known amateurs the following have 
Hill-Trevor, Miss Clarke Jervoise, 
Major Godman, D.S.O., 


the Hon. Mrs 


Maude Dawson, is giving its services 


they be of a good reputation, and de- 
scended of a grandfather, at least by the 
father’s side, that bore arms, and have 
also a yearly revenue of £1,000 per annum 
de claro. Their wives are ladies.” I should 
think they are—perfect ladies, all of them. 
I would not say a word, save in the way 
of kindness, about the wile even of 
bogus baronet. By the way, ! think the 
Divorce Commission might consider this 
point—is a lady who married a baronet 
thinking him to be the real thing entitled 
to a divorce if she finds out that he is 
bogus? 


Ee 


The Knights are Grinning. 

Some people say that this strict inquiry 
into the claims of the baronets was 

started on the sly by the knights There 

has always been some amount of feeling 

between the two orders—-something of the 


th 
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By S. L. 
Hughes. 


sort of feeling that exists between Liver- 
pool and Manchester or Leeds and Brad- 
ford. John Chamberlayne seems to have 
had a very friendly regard for the knights, 
for he remarks, “ ‘The honour of knight- 
hood is given for some personal desert, 
and therefore dies with the person de- 
serving and descends not to his son.” It 
would be improper, nay indecent, for me 
to express an opinion about affairs so far 
removed above my sphere, but perhaps 
I may be permitted to point out that Jolin 
Chamberlayne’s remark is of the nature 
of a nasty one in regard not only to 
baronets but ‘also to the holders 
of all hereditary titles. 
cS tt 


A Significant Remark. 
hile alluding to that part 
of the subject I may call 
attention to a significant re- 
mark made by Sir William Bull 
in certain observations ‘ con- 
cerning the knight bachelor” 
which he recently wrote. Sir 
William there said, “It is inte- 
resting to note that two or 
three baronets are prouder of 
the personal achievements which 
have caused them to _ be 
knighted, and of that title, 
than ol the baronetcy to which 
they have subsequently — suc- 
ceeded.” Well, I am sure that 
when Sir William wrote that he 
was absolutely convinced oi its 
accuracy, but is it not possible 
that when a baronet talks like 
that to a knight he is pulling 
the leg of the knight? I want 
to know if baronets say that 
sort of thing when they are with) 
baronets and no knights are 
present. I fear not. 
tt tt 
An Easy Test. 
believe it is the fact that all 
baronets and their eldest 
sons being of full age may 
claim knighthood. Is this com- 
monly done? I really have no 
information on the point, but if 
the answer is in the negative | 
fear it looks as though the com- 
monly-accepted notion that 
baronets regard knights as small 
beer receives painful confirma- 
tion. I have no desire to add to 
anything ol the nature of an in- 
tolerable strain between these 
two bodies of worthy men, but 
I feel bound to remind Sir Wil- 
liam Bull that “ baronets have 
precedence before all kniglits, 
except Knights of the Garter, knights who 
are Privy Councillors, or knights bannerets 
made under the King’s banner or standard 
displayed in an army royal in open war, 
and the King personally present.” 
A Straight Question. 
“That last condition cannot be fulfilled in 
these days as the monarch is not 
allowed to go to war in person, so the 
only knights who can march along in 
front of barenets are Knights of the Garter 
and knights who ate Privy Councillors, 
and Isuppose that a Privy-Councillor bart. 
goes one better than a Privy-Councillor 
knight. I admit, however, that a knight 
is certainly better than a bogus baronet. 
That, however, suggests a question which 
I put with some diflidence, and yet it 
ought to be asked—Are there any bogus 
knights ? 
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A SOUNDING TITLE. By C. Thorpe. 


*"So your son in London is a director at the stores. That's a very responsible position” 
“Yessir; ’e ‘as to direct the customers what get lost” 
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the door of his wife’s boudoir. 

Thinking he heard a faint call -he 

quietly opened it and looked in, 
The room was empty. lor a moment 
he stood irresolute, then entered and shut 
the door. His wife must be out; he had 
looked everywhere for her. How tire- 
some, and he particularly wanted that 
address which she promised to give him 
and as usual had forgotten. Perhaps it 
was in her bureau. He would look and 
see, for really he had no time to wait if 
the appointment with his agent was to 
be kept. 

He crossed the room almost on tiptoe, 
timidly, it would seem, for this was the 
inner shrine, and he felt like one com- 
mitting sacrilege to enter it unbidden. 
Once, he remembered wistfully, letting his 
tired eyes rove round the dainty nest, it 
had been so different. That was when 


Le ROBERT ELDON tapped at 


they were first married and he had almost’ 


been persuaded into thinking that she 
loved him in spite of his grey head. Poor 
deluded fool. However could he have 
supposed that May and December would 
pull together? Once it had seemed like 
it, and then the almost inevitable third in 
a marriage of this kind made his ap- 
pearance, and since then Lord Robert’s 
peace of mind was gone. 

Captain Everest was handsome, gentle- 
manly, and plausible, going everywhere, 
knowing everyone. Nevertheless he was 
a scoundrel, and—Eldon had some reason 
for his suspicions—one of a gang of sweeps 
who prey on their knowledge of human 
weaknesses. 

And this was the man with whom his 
wife appeared infatuated, who in defiance 
of his expresss commands continued to 
meet and encourage the  blackmailer. 
However, Lord Robert possessed. some 
very damning facts concerning the gallant 
captain and meant to use them if 
necessary. 

He sighed and sat down at the pretty, 
untidy writing-table, and cautiously 
hunted about for the address. There was 
no sign of it anywhere, only a miscel- 
laneous collection of trifles, rubbish 
hoarded up because of some sentimental 
remembrance. A blotter, newly furnished 
with fresh paper, caught his eye. It might 
be in there, he thought hopefully, and 
pulling it to him he opened it. There 
was nothing in it whatever except an 
unspoilt impression of Mireille’s large 
legible writing. Mechanically, and with- 
out the least intention to spy, Lord Robert 
found himself spelling out the words, and 
then as its import dawned on_ his 
astounded brain he deliberately read it 
through again. 

“Come to-night at eleven,” he read; 
and a little lower down, “ Captain P. 
Everest’ and his address. 

How long Lord Robert sat staring at 
this evidence of his wife’s faithlessness he 
could not have told. A fury of blind, 
unreasoning rage swept over him at the 
thought of her ingratitude and base be- 
trayal. Then the paroxysm passed, leav- 
ing him filled with a great pity and 
longing—pity for the lovely, misguided 
girl who had linked her young years to 
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TOLD BY THE BLOTTING PAPER 


By Muriel C. Lindsay. 


his advanced ones and longing to save 
her from the consequences of her folly. 

To-night, and in his house. She knew 
he would be out; there was an important 
division on and his presence was needed, 
and she had arranged her plans accord- 
ingly. But she had reckoned without her 
husband, and, thanks to the blotter’s be- 
trayal, there would be an unsuspected 
third at the interview. 

Rising he shut and replaced the blotter 
and went down to his own study. On his 
way he paused before a tall mirror on the 
landing and surveyed himself with dispas- 
sionate critical eyes, noting each furrow 
on the handsome aristocratic face, the 
silvered hair, and finding scant consola- 
tion in the reflection when he remembered 
his wife’s youthful beauty and his rival’s 
undeniable if sinister charm. That his 
eyes were as clear and his figure as erect 
as those of a man half his age afforded 
him no consolation; it could not decrease 
the years between them nor make him 
less than twenty-five his wife’s senior. 
With a twisted smile he passed on and 
shut himself up with his secretary for the 
rest of the afternoon. 

Husband and wife met at dinner, 
Eldon gently courteous as usual, Mireille 
pale and abstracted, nervously playing 
with her rings or stealing wistful, depre- 
cating glances at her husband when she 
believed his attention elsewhere. But 
Eldon’s eyes were keen and little escaped 
him, and knowing what he did these 
humble, beseeching looks moved him 
strangely. Was she pleading with him 
for forgiveness ? 

When the meal dragged out its weary 
formal length and the cigarettes were on 
the table she rose to leave him, pausing 
for a moment by the open door and 
raising timid eyes to his quiet face. 

“You—you are going out to-night, 
are you not?” she faltered, and he could 
see the laces on her bosom moved with 
her quickened breath. 

“Yes, I have a division on at. eleven 
and it may be late before I return.. You 
want me?” 

“No, oh no,” she hurriedly answered. 
“Only I—I .” She paused again and 
looked at him in the same curious manner. 
For a moment he made no sign that he 
saw ; then the terrified appeal in her eyes 
was more than he could stand. It re- 
minded him more of some wild thing 
trapped and at bay than of a guilt- 
burdened soul, and with a sudden impulse 
he laid a gentle hand on her soft bare 
shoulder. 

“Child,” he said kindly, “what is it? 
Can’t I help you? Won’t you tell me 
what is troubling you?” 

Almost it seemed as if she were about 
to speak her lips parted and she made a 
little eager movement towards him. Then 
the light died from her face, her lips 
resolutely closed, and she slipped from his 
grasp. 

“I—I cannot,” she muttered, and left 
him. 

By some oversight Eldon told his wife 
the division was fixed for eleven, when in 
reality it took place at ten. Relying on 
the knowledge that he would be safely 
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out of the way Mireille had fixed that 
hour for her lover's coming, and he did 
not undeceive her. He left early and 
drove down to the House, dismissed the 
chauffeur, and entering made his way to 
the Opposition lobby to vote with his 
party. Coming out he was buttonholed 
by an excited constituent, and no one 
looking at him listening with the courteous 
attention habitual to him, and no trace of 
boredom or impatience on his high-bred 
face, would have guessed at the surge of 
anxious feeling behind that impassive 
mask. 

At last he was free, and hurrying to 
the entrance he secured a waiting taxi. 
At the top of the quiet street in which 
he lived he dismissed the cab and walked 
the few yards leading to his door. The 
house was very quiet as he noiselessly let 
himself in, and hanging up coat and hat 
he stole swiftly upstairs. 

The drawing-room door was ajar and 
in semi-darkness, but he caught the 
glimmer from the fire and cautiously 
entered. The room was empty, and while 
he stood undecided what to do he heard 
the rustle of a woman’s gown on the 
stairs. Rapidly he crossed the floor, 
making for a great Japanese screen which 
cut off a corner of the room, and was 
barely behind it when his wife entered 
and switched on the lights. Between the 
side of the screen and the wall there was 
a slight space, and while concealed from 
view he could see all that went on. 
Mireille stood looking into the fire, then 
with a heavy sigh bowed her bright head 
until it rested on her outstretched arm, 
and he thought he heard her sob. In 
answer to that pitiful sound his heart 
went out in voiceless appeal. 

“Ali! my dear, my dear,” lie breathed, 
“could you but know I would give my 
life to make you happy, poor foolish, 
deluded little girl.” She turned at last 
and moved listlessly into the room. 
Pausing before a small table she took 
from it a framed photograph of her 
husband and looked Jong into the fine 
slightly austere face. 

“Tf I dared tell you,” she said in a 
whisper that was perfectly audible to her 
unseen listener; “if only I dared. But 
the risk is too great. I could not face the 
scorn and loathing such a _ confession 
would bring into your dear eyes. Oh my 
love, my love, forgive me.” With a pas- 
sionate gesture she pressed her lips to the 
cold glass, then resumed her attitude of 
shrinking expectation by the fire. 

Lord Robert’s head whirled. Was he 
dreaming or going mad? Those faltered 
heart-broken sentences did not sound like 
a confession of guilty happiness but 
hinted at some deep-seated trouble. If he 
went to her and urged her to share the 
burden with him? Nothing mattered so 
long as she loved him. 

He made a step forward, but at that 
moment the door opened, and with a 
movement full of desperate courage his 
wile greeted the newcomer. Her visitor's 
keen eyes raked the room. 

“We are quite alone?” he 
briefly. 

“As you see,” said Mireille coldly. 


(Continued on p. ii) 
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LOVELY GRECIAN ROYALTIES. 


Prince Nicholas is the third 
son of the King and has been 
married some eight years. The 
Prince and Princess have three 
daughters—the Princesses Olga, 
Elizabeth, and Marina—all of 
whom are seen in the larger 

photograph shown below. 


Our top photograph depicts the 
Crown Princess of Greece, 
whose marriage took place at 
Athens in 1889. There are 
three sons and two daughters— 
the Princes Georges, Alexandre, 
and Paul, and the Princesses 
Helene and Irene. 


THE PRINCES AND PRINCESSES ANDREAS AND NICHOLAS OF GREECE WITH THEIR CHILDREN 


Prince Andreas, the fifth son of the King of Greece, married the beautiful Princess Alice of Battenberg, a daughter of Prince Louis, at Darmstadt some 
seven years ago. The Princess Andreas has two daughters—the Princesses Marguerite and Theodora 
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SCENES AND PERSONALITIES GRAND 


Social and Sporting Society Gathers atthe Popular Northern Bk 


LORD AND LADY GEORGE DUNDAS LORD CHESTERFIELD, LADY DERBY, AND LADY THEO ACHESON 
In the paddock Lord Derby stayed away on account of the death of Lord Lathom 


LORD AND LADY COLE WELL ‘OVER! THE NATIONAL FIELD COMING OVEF 


Two well-known racegoers One of the few jumps which did not mater 


SIR THOMAS AND LADY GALLWEY SIR EDGAR VINCENT AND MRS. LEOPOLD ROTHSCHILD MR. T. NOLAN’S RATHLEA 


Walking from the unsaddling enclosure to the grand stand Looking for a likely winner 


Winning the Liverpool Cu; 
There was a large and fashionable crowd at Aintree for the Grand National, in spite of the bitterly cold weather, to witness the last big steeplechasing event of the season The attenda 
Knowsley, arrived on the course in time to witness the first race of the day. Among the prominent people present were noticed Lady Theo Acheson, Captain Richard Molyneux, Lord 


Rothschild, and Lord 


Photographs by ‘ 
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ID NATIONAL STEEPLECHASE AT LIVERPOOL 


. Meeting to See the Great Race and Imcidentally each Other. 


COLONEL HALL-WALKER AND. LADY ILCHESTER LADY DUNEDIN (ON LEFT) 


Discuss the day's racing A spasmodic but’ enthusiastic racegoer 


OVER AT THE BIG WATER JUMP AT AINTREE COLONEL GEORGE MILNER AND MISS PHYLLIS GREEN 
naterially diminish the size of the field i In the paddock 


4LEA WITH F. FOX UP MISS TALBOT AND CAPTAIN HENRY MILNER LADY VICTORIA STANLEY AND MRS. WITHINGTON 


1 Cup in easy fashion In the paddock ‘*Snapped"’ at the Liverpool Meeting 


tendance on the course and in the stands was estimated to be quite the largest on record. The Prince of Wales, accompanied by Mr. Derek Keppel, with the rest of the party from 
ord Hugh Grosvenor, Muriel Lady He'msley, Captain Edgar Brassey, Lord Lovat, Sir William and Lady Noreen Bass, Lord Enniskillen, Lord and Lady Cole, Mrs. Leopold de 
Lord Lonsdale 


s by Topical 
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* THERE ELY GARDEN ” 
But Unfortunately in New York. Now, Mr. Beecham, Bring her 
Over Here for Us. | 


me 2 
nee 


“2h ee ee en ® 


Y 


MISS MARY GARDEN AS GRISELIDIS IN MASSENET’S OPERA 


Miss Mary Garden has just signed a contract to appear as Salome in Strauss’s opera at the Grand Opera, Paris. 


She has already created this arduous 
réle at the Théatre de la Monnaie at Brussels, for which she was specially selected by the composer himself 
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What stronger ne ee 
prooit can you USE 
have concerning 
the durability of 


KEMPSHALL 
moa. =o kL YRES 


than the following ? 


©ne customer writes :— 

“T have just had one of your covers taken 
off which has covered a distance of 14,938 miles, 
as recorded by taximeter. 


Another writes :— 
“One of your tyres did over 8,000 miles on 
one of our cabs.” 


Surely on the face of this evidence 
you will not fail to write for 
particulars. 


The Kempshall Tyre Company (of Europe), Ltd., 
1, Trafalgar Buildings, Northumberland Avenue, |. = 
Anti-Skid Type 


Non-Skid Type 
for Heavy Cars. London, W.C. for Light Cars. 


Telephone No, : 244 Gerrard (2 lines), Telegrams: ‘* Studless, London.” 
PARIS: 46, Rue St. Charles. ANTWERP: 61, Rue Haringrode. TE 
AGENTS FOR THE UNITED STATES: Cryder & Co., GREA ST 
583, Park Avenue, New York. SATISFACTION 
CLEMENT TALBOT, Ltd., Automobile Engineers, 
C.D.c. Barlby Road, North Kensington. 
\ Telephone: 5006 Paddington (4 lines). Telegrams: “‘Clemtal, London.” 


Diamond Tyre. 


5 ab FRIENDS OF OURS. 


’ 


No. 3. THE COLONEL. 


Represents pro- 
bably the most 
consistent type in 
history. 


= : = eS Practically un- 


S ease The season’s success. 


thority on *‘Auto- 
} mobility.” Firm 
a ——S believer in “long 
NN AY / service,” and has 
“ strong objection 
to ‘‘re-tyring.” 


Olympia Show, 1909, foreshadowed it; 1910 
has amply confirmed it. The cream of modern 


thought in automobile design, viz., the 


ETALLURGIOUE 


Most formidable customer on our books, being “sudden and quick in”— 
censure, and economical of praise. 


Demands precision and perfection—no less, 


AND GETS IT 


@ 


Manufactured by As g 


Tue B.F. Goopricx Co., Lrp., 7, SNow Hitt, Lonpon, E.C, 


“THE SCIENCE OF METALS.” 


chassis, plus superb VANDEN PLAS COACH- 

WORK, is undoubtedly the greatest success 
of the season. 

Powers from 12-14 h.p. Prices from £295. 


Write for Illustrated Catalogue, now. 


WARWICK WRIGHT, Ltd. 
110, High Street, Manchester Square, W. 


Telegrams: “‘ Lurgique, London.” Telephone: 8574 Gerrard. 


Repairs. Coachbuilding. Accessories. 


THE. TALLER 


TOLD 


“Your husband ?” 

“Ts at the House.” 

“Good. Then we can discuss matters 
and come to terms.” 

Mireille raised her heavy lids and 
looked curiously at him, wondering how 
she ever could have been blind to his real 
character, ever considered him attractive. 

She clasped and unclasped her slim 
white fingers, a dull shamed crimson 
flooding her cheeks as she supplicated the 
brazen-hearted blackmailer before her. 


“Be merciful,’ she implored. “ Have 
pity. I can do nothing more. I have 
given you all I possess, so be content and 
leave mievamn 
peace.” 


Captain Eve- 
rest suryeyed her 
with a_ cynical 
smile. 

“Be easy, my 


dear,’ he © said 
with a cool 
familiarity. that 
made the unseen 
listener's blood 
bol I< vhave 
not come for 
money this time; 
I fly for higher 
stakes. Briefly, 


London is _ be- 
coming a trifle 
too warm for me 
and J want a 
change. A clean 
start in another 
country will suit 
my ~book <very 
well, and as the 
governorship of 
Artemesia will be 
vacant shortly | 
think of applying 
for the post.” 

* Artemesia ?”’ 
she echoed aghast ; 
“but — but you 
have no chance 
of obtaining it; 
you have no 
influence.” 

SB utes vow 
husband _ has,’ he 
replied with 
malign signifi- 
cance, “and you 
will persuade him 


BY Tine 


BLOTTING 


bowed head listened 
pitiless voice continued. 
“When Lord Robert first met you you 
were passing as Mireille Temperley, ‘the 
penniless companion of his cousin’s child. 
No one knew, he least of all, that Tem- 
perley was not your full name, that after 
your brother’s arrest and conviction for 
forgery you dropped your rightful surname 
and married your husband under a false 
one, allowing him to believe you were an 
orphan. Why? Because vou were afraid 


while the smooth 


if he knew he would break off his engage- 
ment, that your chances of marrying wealth 
and position would be at an end.” 
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PAPER—cont. 


her. And yet never had she appeared so 
dear to him as at this moment, facing as 
she believed shame and ruin: She loved 
him, and nothing else mattered. 

As he watched he saw her proudly draw 
her slender drooping figure to its full 
height, saw her turm to her tormentor, her 
pale face calm and full of high resolve. 

“No,” she said ; and the short mono- 
syllable cleaved-the air with the ring of a 
sword leaping from its scabbard. 

“No?” He glared at her with fierce, 
incredulous eyes. 

“Take care, my lady. 
think, that you are in my power, and 

lee tomaye: t 
nothing,” was the 
undaunted . reply, 
“and even. to 
save myself IT will 
not urge my 
husband to do 
this wicked thing. 
I will not use my 
influence over him 
to persuade him 
on your behalf. 
Do your worst. 
[Even though I 
lose that most 
precious thing on 
earth, this love, 
I defy you. Nay, I 
will tell him every- 
thing mysell.” 

“There is no 
need,” said a quiet 
voice behind them, 
“for he already 
knows,” and Lord 
Robert advanced 
from behind the 
screen. 

With a low cry 
Mireille — shrank 
back, covering her 
eyes to hide the 
loathing she felt 
must be in her 
husband’s _ face. 
But his arms were 
round her, and 
across her head 
he looked at the 
baffled rogue. 

“ Captain Eve- 
rest, alias Gentle- 
man Pete, alias 
Scribbling Charlie 


You forget, I 


” 


to use it on my —ah, you see your 
behalf.” record is no secret 
“Oh, but it is MLLE. GENEE IN THE RING from me— you 
3 ms 1? 
impossible ¥ she Soon, alas! to be a wedding ring—not that everybody does not wish this exquisite dancer the utmost h ave exact ly 
expostulated ; it happiness and prosperity in her married life, but there is a rumour that soon after her wedding in June twelve hours in 
Is a post that. is next Mile. Genée is thinking of retiring from the stage altogether. And that is where everyone who has at which to leave 
only offered to the any time witnessed her wonderful dancing feels regret at what would orhenwise be the happiest of happy England. If you 
few, to the tried events forall refuse Scotland 
men who have Yard will be in 


been tested and proved. 
utterly impossible.” 

“Tt is not only possible but you will 
do it for your own sake,” was the decisive 
answer. “ With Lord Robert at my back, 
who is to refuse me?” 

“And if I refuse,’ 
then ?”’ 

“Why then, my dear,’ he said drilvy, 
“T think it will be time to enlighten Lord 
Robert as to certain facts in your past 
history which so far have been carefully 
concealed from his knowledge. Perhaps 
if I run over them the recital may 
prove to you the necessity for doing as 
I demand.” : 

Mireille raised a protesting hand, then 
let it fall clenched to her side, and with 


I cannot; it is 


she panted, “ what 


“No, no,” she cried, with convincing 
passion, “for no such sordid reasons, but 
because I loved him, worshipped him for 
the love he gave me, for his trust in me, 
and feared to wound his generous, noble 
heart, to smirch his name with the shame 
that clung to mine.” 

“Exactly,” was the triumphant answer, 
‘and because you dread to read the scorn 
for your deception of him on his face you 
will do all I demand.” 

Silence, tense and magnetic, fell on the 
room, the air was electrical, seemingly full 
of unseen forces, evil warting with good. 
With aching heart Lord Robert watched 
his wile fighting for love, for very existence 
did he but know it, since she determined 
her life should end did her husband fail 


11 


the possession of much-wanted: informa- 
tion concerning some little affairs which 
have puzzled them lately. Go!” 

With a parting glance full of malice 
and hate “Captain Everest”? slunk from 
the room and London knew him no more. 

With gentle force Lord Robert pulled 
his wife’s hands from her face and raised 
her drooping head. 

“Mireille,” he said softly, ‘you will 
find nothing but love in the eyes-you dread 
to meet. Lock up, sweetheart. Since | 
know your heart is mine nothing else 
matters. I could almost bless the villain, 
for he has given me my wile at last.” 

And as her fresh young lips clung 
to his Lord Robert’s happiness was 
complete. 
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Deb enham 
& Freebody 


more Street. 


(Cevendish Squere) London W. 


Fomous for over a Century 


forTaste for Quslity, for Value 


The delicate refinement of the Complexion of 
the Modern French Woman is the result of 


intelligent care 


French Women always use pure 
“4711” Eau de Cologne diluted with water 
in bath and basin. It preserves the delicate 
Beauty and is a splendid Tonic for the skin. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


WAS SIN 


Fie) 


Try the Is. 6d. Box of No. “4711” Sy eee a 


Special Show of 
New Models 


throughout the Week. 


Mr. Ernest has now completed his exclu- 
sive Creations for the coming season, 
and invites his numerous clientéle to call 
and inspect the lovely original Models at 


185, REGENT STREET, 
Ww. 


Afternoon 
Gowns 


Tailor 
Costumes 
Evening 
Dresses 
Millinery 
Traveling 


Coats 
Mail Orders. 


Special Designs and Patterns 
sent free on application, 


FEATHER BOAS 


Our Stcck contains an infinite 
variety cf all the latest novelties 
in Feather Boas, of which 

this illustration is a typical 
example. 


REAL OSTRICH 
TUFTED BOA 


(as sketch), made from selected 
feather, very reliable quality, in 
black, white and all colours, extra 


full, 80 inches long. 


15/9 


Sent on approval. 


YOUR BUST METAMORPHOSED 


IN TEN DAYS. 


Thanks to the Marvellous Discovery of a Woman. 


Free Information sent to all readers of “ The Tatler.” 


Our century, so fertile in discoveries, 
after having realised the conquest of the 
air, now writes in its Golden Book a 
new victory, which will revolutionise the 
women’s world. Indeed, I can now say 
to everyone, quiteemphatically, that there 
need not be any woman disgraced by an 
unkind Nature, any more thin,s spare busts, 
scraggy necks or deep hollows. I have 
succeeded where so 
many have tried in vain, 
and my discovery, w hich 
is truly wonderful, will 
give, within a few davs, 
a round, full, magnifi- 
cently-developed bust,a 
plump, well-shapedneck 
and throatand also most 
beautiful shoulders. If 
you are among those 
whom Nature has not 
treated very liberally 
with your bust, if it is 
not well developed, o 
has lost the firmness of 
youth, do not give up all 
hope, since youcan have, 
like myself, a splendid 
form, and this by simply 
doing, in the privacy 
of your own home, that 
which I will tell you 
with the greatest discretion, as is usual 
between ladies. My process, which thou- 
sands of thankful ladies call wonderful 
and astounding, has nothing in common 
with any other method used, up to the 
present time, to improve and embellish 
woman's figure ; also, my process is for 
external application only. Day by day 


FREE COUPON FOR THE READERS OF 


you will see your bust develop, growing 
larger and firmer as if by magic, and soon 
you will be agreeably surprised at the 
marvellous transformation of yourself, the 
natural and admirable metamorphosis of 
your bust which everybody will not fail 
toremark. lama most striking example 
of the doctrine I preach. I was lacking in 
form and shape, but after having tried on 
myself my most valuable 
discovery | obtained the 
marvellous result which 
you see. Iadvised some 
of my friends to try it, 
and each time the result 
was identical, the same 
wonderful effect being 
infallibly obtained. lam 
now very happy to be 
able to give to all those 
of my sex who are in 
need of a beautiful bust 
the benefit of my dis- 
covery. By means ofa 
| special arrangement, I 
will send free to every 
reader of ‘‘ The Tatler ” 
who returns to me the 
coupon below, the full 
history of my discovery 
and the means of mak- 
ing your bust full and 


firm. Ishall answer you by a personal 
letter, using the greatest discretion ; 


so write me without delay as the de- 
mands are coming from all parts in 
such large numbers since the news of 
my marvellous discovery has created, 
as you can readily understand, an 
immense sensation amongst women. 


“THE TATLER.” 


In order to receive free all information relative to my wonderful discovery to develop and 
embellish the bust, please tear off this Coupon and send it (either ina 2id. stamped envelope 


ora ld. post card) to Héléne Duroy, Division No. 502, 20, Rue Richer, Paris. 


Name 
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OMEONE rather aptly said the other 
day, ‘‘ There is so much virtue in 
the air of Biarritz that there is 
none Jeft for the inhabitants.” It 

is rather a sweeping assertion and yet I 
am afraid there is truth init. We are a 
funny lot here, and the majority of us live 
only for gambling: 


O! eaias exclusive society there is no 

sign whatever. Everyone tries to 
get the centre of the stage for himself and 
keep in the full glare “of the limelight. 
There is a vast amount of entertaining, 
and it is all done in public at the restau- 
rants of the various hotels, the Palais 
being the most popular on account of its 
exorbitant prices. This magnificent 
establishment has been nicknamed “the 
House of Israel,’ and a glance at the 
names seen on its visitors’ list this 
week will prove the aptness of the 
sobriquet — Baroness Alphonse de Roth- 
schild, Baron and Baroness Maurice de 
Rothschild, Madame Ephrussi, Mr. and 
Mrs. Abraham, Mr. and Mrs. Hirsch, Otto 
Beit- Guterman, Sterett Guttings. Lieber- 
man, Kruz, etc. Lily Elsie was there for 
a few days, but she was quickly sent back 
to The Dollar Princess by the fatherly 
George Edwardes, 
who has _ been 
staying at the 


Grand Hotel, 
where | also 
noticed Robert 


Evett and Miss 
Miriam Clements. 
* % 
“The sole object 

of our exist- 
ence here 1's 
chemin - de - fer 
baccarat. At the 
Casino Municipal 
there are four or 
five tables crowded 
every afternoon 
from four o’clock 
until eight, and 
again in the even- 
ing from ten until 
three or four in 
the morning. The 
play has been 
fairly high lately 
and big ‘differences’ have been made by 
Constant Say, Mr. Sharp, a rich jute 
manufacturer of Dundee, and the oe 
Dubourg de Bozas. Here may also be 
seen “‘ fluttering’? on a smaller scale Lord 
Herbert Vane-Tempest, Lord Elcho, Cap- 
tain McBride, etc. 

it at i 

A picturesque figure at the tables is the 

Duchesse de la Torre, widow of the 
late Marshal Serrano. This wonderful 
and still beautiful octogenarian never 
misses a séance, and sits there calmly 
smoking cigarettes from start to finish. 
To those who knew her in the days of 
bygone splendour when her husband was 
Regent of Spain the present contrast is 
somewhat sad to poptemple ate. 


Beare: we have our golf ene which 
at the present moment are incon- 
veniently crowded. There is a capital 
clubhouse and a great deal of tea-giving 
in the afternoon. The secretary, Captain 
Maul, and his charming wile are two of 
the most popular non-gamblers in Biarritz, 
and they are indefatigable in doing all 
they can to welcome the stranger within 
their gates. 


THE KING ACCOMPANIED BY SIR JAMES REID 


Leaving the Hétel du Palais at Biarritz for his 

constitutional along the plage. Owing to a 

severe cold and the inclement weather his 

Majesty has been out very little of late except 
in a closed car 


PERSONALITIES AT THE HORSE SHOW AT BIARRITZ 


The figure on extreme right is Sir Everard Hambro, who has entertained the King on so many occasions. 
In a box on the left may be seen the Marquis de Soveral in a soft grey hat; next to him is the Marquis 


de Figuero, equerry to the Queen of Portugal 


M. LASSERRE 


On one of his favourite hunters taking a fence at 
the recent Biarritz Horse Show. M. Lasserre is 
a well-known follower of the Pau Foxhounds 
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PIALLIUtZ. 


also have a littie mild pigeon- 
shooting and any amount of bridge 
Then 


Ws 


and nOLes at the British club. 
when Sunday comes we put on tall hats 
and attend divine service. On _ these 
occasions we really look respectable and 
as if butter would not melt in our mouths. 
Yet when we join in the hymn, “ Abide 
with me,” I fear many are thinking of the 
notes they won the night before, and 
during the sermon—strictly limited to 
seven minutes by order of the King—our 
concentrated look is probably due to the 
fact that we are still pondering over the 
ever-recurring problem of whether or not 
to draw at five. His Majesty, God bless 


him! looks strong and well, and so he 
should. Is not the air of Biarritz bracing 


and full of virtue ? 


“he death of Prince Bariatinsky has 
cast a temporary—very temporary 

like everything lere—gloom over Biarritz 
society. For “several years he rented a 
large villa at Auglet, about three miles 
from the town, and there together with 
his wile, the handsome daughter of the 
morganatic wile of the late Emperor 
Alexander IJ. of Russia, they gave most 
sumptuous and unpaid - for  entertain- 
ments. At any 
rate the late prince 
got into financial 
difficulties here 
and was forbidden 
to reside in France. 
A few months ago 
we heard he was 


paralysed, and 
last week came 
the melancholy 


news of his death. 
The celebrated 
opera singer, Lina 
Cavalieri, whose 
portrait appeared 
in our columns a 
week or two ago, 
was a close ac- 
quaintance of his 
before his mar- 
riage, and she be- 
came a friend of 
the princess after 
the marriage, and 
the latter copied 
her appearance in every single detail. 
When seen driving together in Paris they 
might have been taken for twin sisters. 
Sacha Bariatinsky was a most popular and 
agreeable man, and at one time he was 
wonderlully good-looking. 


% 


A though the hotels are crowded there 

are many villas unlet this year. Sir 
ernest Cassel, who is detained in Egypt 
by the illness of his daughter, has lent the 
Villa Eugénie to Mrs. George Keppel, who 
is there with Mr, Lancelot Lowther. Lord 
and Lady de Ramsay, who usually rent a 
villa, are staying at the Hotel Regina this 
year. Here may also be found the 
Marquis de Soveral, Lady Portal, Sir J. 
Barker, Lord and Lady Bernard Gordon- 
Lennox, Lady Helen Gordon-Lennox, and 
Sir Berkeley and Lady Sheffield, the 
Duchesse de Grazioli, etc. At this hotel 
Queen Amélie of Portugal i is also making 
a prolonged stay. The French papers 
one and all declare that one of the ob- 
jects of this visit is for the purpose of 


atranging a marriage between her son, 
King Manoel, and “Princess Patricia of 
Connaught. 
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N EVENT INTEREST. 


Write for Sale Catalogue of Old World Furniture containing full particulars of Group as shown in above illustration. 


STORY @ TRIGGS, 


152 to 156, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


(Near St. Paul’s and Blackfriars Stations.) 


Only Address : 
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The Charm of the 


PIANOLA PIANO 


HE pleasure obtained from the Pianola Piano (Steck, Weber, or 
Stemway Piano) is two-fold. First there is the enjoyment of the 
music itself—the great masterpieces when you are in the mood for 

them, and the catchy “hits” and comic opera selections when you want 
something lively. Secondly, there is the fascination of producing the 
music yourself. That is something that you have to experience per- 
sonally in order to appreciate. Unite both forms of entertainment and you 
have a combination that is irresistible. 3 


You cannot judge the Pianola Piano unless you have familiarised yourself 
with the latest developments. There is the Metrostyle, insuring an artistic 
interpretation; the Themodist, bringing out the theme or melody; the 
Graduated Accompaniment, the Sustaining Pedal device, and other features 
wholly wanting in the many imitations. Remember you are nof investigating 
the Pianola Piano when you look at some of the so-called “ Player.Pianos” 
that are prevented by patent from utilising vital improvements. 

It is well worth a little of anyone's time to find out exactly what the 
Pianola Piano is and how much it adds to the home life. Do not let any 
preconceived idea of the instrument debar you from investigating it. Call 
with a list of your favourite selections. Listen to them critically, note the 
human-like effect, and then, if you will, play them for yourself. See how 
sensitive the instrument is, how responsive to the slightest turn of expression. 


You are invited to call at Eolian Hall to hear the Pianola Piano, or 
write for Catalogue “ P.P.” which gives all particulars. 


THE ORCHESTRELLE COMPANY, 


135-6-7, New Bond Street, London, W. 
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Mr. Charles Frohman’s Success. 


HE great success of the Repertory 
Theatre is one of the most pro- 
mising signs of the times. lor 
years “this event had been talked 

about, and the project even got as far as 
several estimable ladies and gentlemen 
arranging a committee; but it took the 
initiative of an American to bring the 
idea into being, and the success which 
has crowned his efforts must be most 
gratifying to him in every way. So far 
the most impressive of the novelties which 
have been presented is undoubtedly Mr. 
John Galsworthy’s Justice, which is simply 
wonderlul in its truth to life and the 
human pathos of its tragedy. It is in this 
play, too, that the Duke of York’ s company 
is seen at its very best. The performance 
given by Mr. Dennis Eadie and Miss 
Edyth Olive is perfectly haunting in its 
depth and truth; but, indeed, there is no 
theatre in London where at any perform- 
ance better and truer acting can be seen. 
The stage-management is well-nigh per- 
fect, and each actor and actress is so 
absolutely fitted that they seem to really 
live and feel the characters which they 
are called upon to portray. All the new 
plays have been produced, and if besides 
the above-mentioned play there is not one 
which will achieve outstanding popularity, 
with the exception perhaps of Mr. J. M. 
Barrie’s clever and amusing one-act piece, 
The Twelve-Pound Look, the forthcoming 
revivals are in themselves alone sufficient 
to command a most successful season. 
Trelawny of the Wells, Mr. Pinero’s clever 
comedy, is the first of these. 


The Haymarket Success. 
M. eanwhile the Haymarket 

Theatre, which began under 
the direction of Mr. Herbert Trench 
with a great flourish of trumpets as 
a repertory theatre and has since 
contented itself by producing plays 
for a regular run, has had the 
splendid good fortune of producing 
two of London’s most wonderful 
successes. The Blue Bird is still 
drawing huge houses, and a more 
exquisitely beautiful play has not 
been seen for a long time. There 
is also Mr. Rudolf Besier’s comedy, 
Don, which has already been played 
in two different theatres and is 
now drawing large audiences to the 
Kingsway—its third home. Most 
people who witnessed its first per- 
formance were almost certain of its 
success, but few I think dreamed 
of the long run which it has 
eventually achieved. Mr. Herbert 
Trench, who began his enterprise 
by living for art, is now in the 
extremely happy position of living 
byit. Certainly few of our younger 
managers have more fully deserved 
his success. 

* # % 
More Money for Maugham. 

t the Globe Theatre Mr. Somer- 

set Maugham’s play, The 
Tenth Man, began with but a luke- 
warm reception at the hands of 
the press; it has settled down to 
be one of the great successes now 
running in London. The play is a 
fearless portrayal of a disreputable 
man’s character, written with a keen 
sense of the theatre, and gripping 
the interest of the spectator from the 
first moment until the final tragedy. 


Who is giving six matinées of Gluck’s ‘‘Orpheus” 
commencing on the 12th of next month, at the Savoy Theatre, 
Madame Brema will take the title-part, and our photograph so 


depicts her. Miss Viola Tree will take the part of Eurydice 


Bassano 


MLLE. LOLITA 


A charming Parisienne who has just returned 
from a successful tour in South America and 
Mexico, and will shortly appear in London, 
presenting her ‘Artistic Visions,’’ which is likely 
to create much interest among theatregoers 


As the dishonest financier Mr. Arthur Bour- 
chier has seldom been seen to greater 
advantage, and his performance alone is 
attracting all London. ‘The other parts are 
also admirably filled, and where all are 
good it is invidious to make comparisons. 


MADAME MARIE BREMA 


Vill 


in English, 
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Green-room. 


A New Musical Play. 


London, will soon be without The Follies, 
but in order to compensate us some- 
what for our disappointment Mr. A. F. 
Henderson is going to produce at the 
Apollo a very amusing musical comedy 
by Major Frank Marshall with music by 
Mr. Michael Faraday. The scene is laid 
on an island in the Pacific, and the story 
is of a fantastic character which gives a 
splendid chance to the comedian, who in 
the person of Mr. Neil Kenyon of music- 
hall fame should have its comicalities 
brought out to the utmost. The ladies of 
the company will be Miss Elsie Spain, late 
of the Savoy and Prince of Wales theatres ; 
Miss Elaine Inescort, who was last seen 
at Wyndham’'s Theatre in An Englishman's 
Home; and in the company will also be 
Master Bobbie Andrews, who is at present 
playing in The Toymaker 0 of Nuremberg at 
The Playhouse, and Mr. Sam Wz ilsh, who 
will impersonate a military man. ‘The 
locale of the piece lends itself to scenery 
of the most beautiful description, and 
the dresses are going to be something 
uncommonly attractive we are told. 
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George Edwardes’s Plans. 


‘he American rumour that Mr. George 
Edwardes is about to give up the 
management of the Gaiety Theatre in 
order to found a rival place of entertain- 
ment at the Adelphi is happily only half 
a truth. It is true that Mr. Edwardes is to 
“Sante a new musical comedy at the 
ancient home of melodrama and that Miss 
Gertie Millar will play the heroine, 
but that he will at the same time 
sever his connection with the 
Gaiety is, of course, absurd, As 
the chief shareholder in that famous 
theatre he has ties other than those 
of sentiment. The Gaiety Theatre 
will therefore continue to be one 
of the most popular theatres in 
London, and the Adelphi, which 
will cater for the same kind of 
audience, will, we all hope, quickly 
share its popularity. There is 
always an enormous public for 
musical plays of a light nature, and 
as a producer of such plays Mr. 
George Edwardes is probably with- 
out a rival. 
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“Othello” in Italian. 
The production by Cav. Grasso, 
Siga. Bragaglia, and_ their 
clever company of Sicilian players 
of Shakspere’s Othello was quite the 
theatrical sensation of last week. 
In the title-vdle Grasso was, of 
course, absolutely superb; not only 
did he look the part marvellously 
well, but by temperament and 
method he is absolutely fitted to 
play it. As lor the other members 
of the company their reading of 
the different vdles in Shakspere’s 
wonderful human tragedy seemed 
strangely velement and restless to 
an English audience accustomed to 
the quieter methods of their native 
players, but it was extremely 
interesting nevertheless. As Desde- 
mona Siga. Bragaglia was most 
effective, alike in ‘the quieter as well 
as in the more strenuous moments. 
The enthusiasm at the end of the 
performance was such as is only too 
se!dom shown in an English theatre. 


